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FOREWORD 

When we were small children, our family was 
fortunate in having our great-grandmother live just 
across the way where we could visit her often. She 
had come to the Western Reserve as a young bride 
in the early days of the Western migrations. She told 
us exciting stories of the Indians who were their 
neighbors, of the building of homes in the wilder- 
ness, of the wild animals that still roved the woods, 
of cornhusking parties and spelldowns. We sat on 
the edge of our chair and listened; and at the end 
of a thrilling tale, we would cry, "Is it true, Grand- 
mother?" 

Her answer would be,"Yes, it's true. I saw that 
with my own eyes/' 

As we grew up, we remembered Grandmother's 
stories; and after a while, we realized that the qual- 
ities that made heroes and heroines in Grandmother's 
time were not peculiar to the life of that day but 
are needed no less in the busy life of our own day. 
We do not have to cope with visiting Indians, but 
we have occasions when we are confronted with diffi- 
culties that need to be handled with courage, re- 
sourcefulness, and, more than all else, kindness. 

Do we sometimes say again in our hearts, "Is it 
true? Is this difficult, self-forgetting way the only 
one that will work?" And over the years we hear 
that confident voice saying, "Yes, it is true." 

Our needs, our difficulties of today are not some- 
thing new. They are common to every age. If they 



seem too much for us, let us remember that others 
have won in the face of such barriers. They did not 
win by themselves alone, nor shall we. There is a 
way. There is never-failing help. Our Father who 
placed us in this life of venture did not leave us to 
defeat. There is a way. And these true stories of vic- 
tory point the way. 

ZELIA M. WALTERS 



Publisher's Preface 

Doctor Houston Speaking is a second collection 
of true-experience articles by Zelia M. Walters that 
originally appeared in Weekly Unity. 

The first Doctor Houston book, Whatsoever Ye 
Shall Ask, was published in 1941, and has been re- 
printed several times. Its continuing popularity with 
readers and the many requests that we have received 
asking for another book of the good Doctor's ex- 
periences have encouraged us to issue this new col- 
lection. 

The character represented by Doctor Houston is 
a teacher who must remain anonymous. In relating 
this teacher's actual experiences, the author has 
selected cases that are typical of the life experiences 
of multitudes of people. In each instance the teaching 
is that given to the person who sought help. Mrs. 
Walters says: "Since each case is genuine, I feel that 
the Truth principles involved may be applied with 
equal success in the solution of like problems." 
UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
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Facing the Light 



IT I '1 HE MORNING paper dropped from Doctor 
I Houston's hands. He bowed his head on the 
_i , table before him. 

"Sandy! Sandy!" he groaned. "Not Sandy!" 
The story was there in a few newspaper para- 
graphs. They told of "the heroic youth of our com- 
munity," they told of the plane flying out on its 
mission and not returning. The army had notified 
his mother and had written finis to that beautiful 
young life. 

As Paul loved the young Timothy and saw in 
him someone to carry forward with ardor the great 
world task, so Doctor Houston loved Sandy. Fine, 
warmhearted, courageous, gifted with forward 
vision, Sandy had seemed to have the qualities of 
a young crusader. The Doctor had no son of his 
own, but Sandy had taken the place of a son. From 
the time he was a lad of four and had strayed into 
the Doctor's garden, following the progress of a 
land turtle a new beast to the small boy Sandy 
and the Doctor had been friends. The boy came al- 
most every day. He was fatherless, and this under- 
standing man took the place of a father. Sandy had 
brought the Doctor his triumphs and sorrows, and 
the two talked over problems and philosophies, 
ranging from Sandy's own individual ones to those 
of international scope. They settled many things on 
the high plane of love for God and good will toward 
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men. They often remarked to each other that world 
statesmen appeared to overlook these simple solu- 
tions. 

When Sandy was ready to enlist, even before the 
draft machinery had been set in motion after Pearl 
Harbor, he came to the Doctor first. The boy was 
not in the excited mood of drum beaters and flag 
wavers. His face was sober, and he spoke slowly. 

'It's a nasty mess. Well have to clean it up be- 
fore we can do anything else. I know war can't be 
the best way. But when the bandits come into your 
own back yard I guess you have to shove them out 
if you want to keep the house safe." 

How well the Doctor remembered every word 
that had been said on that December morning. 

Sandy chose the air force because "that would 
get it over quicker." He trained in a camp about two 
hundred miles from home. There were few visits 
home. The training had been intensive and rapid. 
These boys were desperately needed. Once the Doc- 
tor had gone with Sandy's mother and a group of 
friends who drove to the camp for a visit. How proud 
Sandy had been to show them around. Even on that 
brief tour the Doctor could see how other men felt 
about his boy. Sandy was quiet and modest, almost 
shy, but such a light as shone from his spirit cannot 
be hidden. 

The Doctor was remembering now the farewell 
on that day. They all had supper together. Then it 
was time for Sandy to leave them. They drove down 
through the camp street to where the sprawling mass 
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of barracks loomed dark, with only occasional 
lighted windows. A sentry challenged them at the 
gate before the barracks. Sandy got out and said 
good-by, and his warm hand lingered in the Doctor's 
in the darkness. Then he held his mother in his arms 
for a moment before turning in at the gate. The 
visitors sat in the car and watched. The darkness be- 
yond the gate swallowed him up. He was gone from 
their sight. The Doctor felt in that symbolic moment 
the pain of separation. Then as the boy came to his 
doorway the light shone down on him, and for a 
moment he stood revealed before he entered the 
door. 

The home friends did not see him again. Two 
weeks later he was on the West Coast. The next 
letters from him came from unnamed Pacific bases. 

The letters the Doctor had received were in a 
compartment of the desk before him now. He took 
them out, but he did not open them. He held them 
in his hand a moment as if he were feeling again the 
warm hand of the boy who had gone away into 
the darkness of the storm. 

"Father-God, we have prayed that he be kept 
safe. I know he is kept safe. And though he has gone 
from us into the darkness, I know he is facing the 
light. God! God! let us see the light too." 

He went out to visit Sandy's mother. He found 
Margret Douglas at work in her garden. She was on 
her knees beside the pansy bed, pulling weeds. She 
rose with one graceful movement and faced the 
Doctor. 
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"It is good of you to come," she said. "I don't 
want to see visitors not just yet But I wanted to see 
you. There isn't any point in working in the garden 
now. I don't know why I'm doing it." 

"If Sandy should look in for a moment I think 
he'd be quite proud to see his mother carrying on 
with courage, as he did." 

She drew a quick breath as if startled at the 
thought Then she said, "No, nothing like that can 
seem real to me. Oh, I believe in immortality. I think 
his life goes on but in such strange and distant realms 
that I cannot think of his looking back over these 
old scenes, interested in the old familiar ways. His 
body is lying in some unknown place, and the im- 
mortal part of him has gone on far beyond my reach. 
I cannot think of him as if he were here. He is lost 
to me." 

"If you had been the first to go on into the next 
room of the Father's house, would you have forgot- 
ten him?" 

"No, of course not if I had been allowed still 
to think of him. But we don't know what will hap- 
pen to our minds. They may be set in different ways." 

"Well, God doesn't put our minds in a mold 
here and dictate what we shall think. Our minds are 
as free as is the mind of Christ Why should our 
minds be imprisoned when we go into what is pre- 
sumably a freer state of life? No, I feel sure that 
love does not perish and that the mind is still free. 
What we have built up with love and prayer here 
on earth is part of our heritage for life eternal. It 
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is true we know little of the life that continues be- 
yond our human sight. Christ said little about it. He 
told His friends, 'Where I am there ye may be also/ 
That is enough. Where He is there can be no bond- 
age, no unsatisfied yearnings. The apostle Paul left 
the body once and visited that world of the Spirit, 
but he said there were no words in which to explain 
it to us, and he didn't try. So we know only that 
Christ is there and that He has made a place ready 
for us. But our thoughts will leap ahead and visualize 
a bit, and when someone dear to us has just gone OR 
into the new adventure, our love follows and we 
think of him in the familiar way." 

"I know how he loved you, and you did love him. 
You loved him from the time he was a tiny boy/ 1 

"I love him not loved and he still loves me. 
If he does look at this scene now and then, I want 
him to see that I'm living up to his expectations/' 

"And I want to be worthy of being his mother. 
But oh, I need him so much here. I can't look along 
that shining path and see him as still my boy. Why 
did God take him? Other boys are coming home. 
Some of them are not going to be a help in the new 
world of which the planners for the future speak. 
The morning paper even told of two young returned 
soldiers who are found guilty of burglary. What help 
are they to the world? Yet they came back; and my 
boy, so splendid and brave and kind how can one 
be asked to find the answer in such a mismanaged 
world? 

"You know what Sandy was. He was kind, even 
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from the time he was a baby. When he was only 
three I used to take him with me in his stroller when 
I went for country walks. One day after a rain I re- 
member there were dozens of tiny toads hopping 
about on the road. Sandy wanted me to go very slow- 
ly so they could get out of the way of the wheels. 
He hung over the side of the cart chanting: 'Get off 
the road, little baby toad/ And sometimes he would 
ask me to stop and take up a sprawling angleworm 
and place it in the roadside grass so it would not be 
run over. I keep thinking of the hundred things he 
did his kindness to the little foreign boy that the 
other schoolmates ignored or laughed at, his instant 
defense of a negro lad who was accused of stealing. 
'Of course Jim didn't take it,' he cried out to the 
other boys. *I know Jim, and he's not that kind of a 
boy/ And when the schoolmaster came to investigate, 
sure enough, Jim was innocent. But there would have 
been no investigation if Jim hadn't had one true 
friend my boy. His life was all like that kindness 
and courage and a burning desire to help the under- 
dog. And he was always happy. His heart seemed 
running over with gaiety. He could find fun in any- 
thing. And now all that is gone." 

"My friend, come back from this dark place 
where you are wandering and turn your face to the 
light of Truth. Do not say that it is gone. Nothing 
that Sandy was has perished. How could God be so 
wasteful as to cast into discard what He had so care- 
fully planted and nourished in this boy's life? I re- 
member Sandy's kindness too. I know it is not gone. 
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It is just making his life richer now. When he was 
sixteen and you placed him in school in Winston, he 
was so proud to be given a little car as soon as he 
was old enough to get his driver's license. The car 
was just to take him to and from school, but it was 
lots of fun. Then one day when he came to see me 
he wasn't so happy about his car. 

"He said, There's a young man I passed several 
times at a bus stop over on the city road. This morn- 
ing I stopped and asked him if he wanted a lift. 
He did, and by going a couple of streets farther I 
could drop him close to the place where he worked. 
I'm going to stop for him every day now. He's a fine 
chap, but there's something wrong here. Why should 
I have a car and he have to wait on a cold corner for 
a crowded bus? He has a wife and child, and they 
live in a little flat in town. He's doing useful work 
in the world, and I've never earned anything. He's 
the one that should have the car. I never did any- 
thing to deserve it.' " 

When the Doctor looked at her after this little 
story, she was smiling. 

"How like him," she said. "If he could have 
figured out some way to get to school he probably 
would have given the young worker the car/' 

"Yes, he's like that yet Do not think of htm as 
being far away and as changed into something 
strange and possibly repellent. Are you thinking he 
has become a solemn old saint? He hasn't. He's still 
bright and brave and kind. He still can find fun in 
everything. I tell you those boys who have gone away 
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from us are having fun. There are new scenes ahead 
of them. Adventures beckon, and they are going into 
them with the gay confidence they had when they 
were with us. Life does not narrow down when they 
slip through that mysterious door to the 'other side* 
and close it behind them. It broadens. Then they see 
how great and free life is. Nor are the boyish aspira- 
tions and dreams given up. There's more room for 
them there and all eternity in which to work them 
out. The world just out of our sight is full of laugh- 
ter and happy young voices today. If we could listen 
with our dull ears cleared, perhaps we might hear 
a faint echo of it now and then." 

"But we prayed that he might be kept safe/' 
"Be sure he is kept safe. Many years ago I read a 
true story told by that old Scottish mystic George 
MacDonald. At times like this it always comes again 
to my mind: When he was a young minister Mac- 
Donald went to visit a woman of his parish who had 
lost two sons at sea. The woman said in simple faith 
that she had prayed for her sons* safety. 'But/ he 
said, 'two of your sons were drowned for all you 
say about faith and safety/ 'Well, sir/ she answered, 
'I trust they are none the less safe for all that. It 
would be a strange thing for me to suppose that 
safety lay in not being drowned. What is the bottom 
of the sea?' The hollow of His hand/ the young 
minister answered humbly. 

"Dear friend, does the old story say anything to 
you ? You and I and many more prayed that Sandy 
be kept safe. God keeps him safe, led by His own 
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hand, kept close to His side. God who loved even 
more than we, God who understands, has not taken 
anything away from our beloved* He has added 
Abundantly above all that we ask or think/ If we 
could by the vision of faith have just a glimpse of 
what life is for those we love, we would be ashamed 
to grieve. Yes, I know these frail human hearts 
long for a sound of their voice, for a touch of their 
hand; but they are not far away. 

"Can't you look up now and give Sandy the gal- 
lant salute he deserves ? When he looks in upon you, 
don't let him be saddened by seeing you in despair. 
Go on as he would want you to. There are things 
for us to do just because Sandy is still ours." 

"Yes, there are things to do. There is that man 
that Sandy used to take in the car. I know the name 
and address. You see, Sandy took the whole family 
out for a picnic in the park one Saturday, and he 
liked the three-year-old child so well that ie asked 
me to help pick out a gift to send him. I haven't 
thought of them since Sandy went away. I wonder if 
the man went to war and if he came back. I shall 
go to see them tomorrow. Perhaps I can do some- 
thing for that child, just as Sandy would have done." 

The Doctor rose to go. Margret Douglas needed 
no more words. 

But as she said good-by the tears came. 

"You love him too," she said. "You see this time 
I say love, not loved. Pray for me, my friend, that my 
faith may not falter and that I may see my boy as 
he is." 



His Paths Are Peace 

WHEN Pauline Colton, recovering from an 
accident, first rose from her bed to see if 
she could support herself on crutches, she 
noticed that the doctor was watching her intently. 

"He thinks I shall never walk again!" The 
thought leaped into her terrified mind as if it were 
blazoned in fire before her. 

The nurse helped her up, adjusted the crutches, 
hovered beside her to guard against a fall. Pauline 
tried her weight, smiled, and said, "Yes, I'm all 
right," and took a few faltering steps. But all the 
time her thoughts were racing about like a prisoned 
thing, circling barrier walls. 

"This is a punishment from God upon me. I de- 
serve it. I'll not complain. But I've paid again and 
again in pain and sorrow and defeat. Perhaps God 
hates me. Perhaps I am one of those lost souls that 
has committed a sin not to be forgiven. But, O God, 
let me bear it all. Don't send it on to another who 
is innocent. No matter what I must pay 111 not com- 
plain if only I can take all the guilt." 

She was trembling, so the nurse helped her back 
into bed. 

"That's enough for today; you may try again 
tomorrow," said the doctor. 

It is a wonder she ever got well with that inner 
torment tearing at her. But she took a few more 
steps each day, and at length they let her go home 

18 



His Paths Are Peace 19 

from the hospital. She went on crutches for two 
months, and then by sheer will power she discarded 
them and used only a cane to save putting weight 
on the damaged knee. She went back to her work. 
There was some help in that, for she was too busy 
during the day to think of her own mental and 
physical pain. But at night, alone in the charming 
little home that she had made, her demons kept close 
beside her. She took to going out in the evening to 
concerts, to the discussion forum, to the movies. She 
did not seek out her friends; rather she avoided them. 
They were a hurt more than a help now. 

Roger, her son, was still in camp on the Pacific 
Coast, but when his letters indicated that he was 
soon going overseas her terror grew. Her mind was 
in such turmoil now that she wondered if God might 
take vengeance upon Roger as a punishment to her. 

She had known about Doctor Houston for some 
time. She saw him in church on Sundays. She knew 
what her friend Hester Palgrave thought of him. So 
after she had gone through a lonely week end of 
mental torment she telephoned htm to ask if she 
might call. She relaxed a little at his warm reassuring 
invitation. 

Seated in the study on Monday evening, she could 
not begin. How could she bare that lifetime secret? 
The Doctor chatted pleasantly of the beautiful 
spring, the early gardens, the news of the day. When 
he spoke of a neighbor boy who had just left at the 
end of his furlough, that unlocked her lips. 

"My son Roger will be going soon," she said. 
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"There is something I must do so he will not be go- 
ing out unguarded." 

"Never think of that," he said. "Whether there 
is a mother praying at home or not, none of our boys 
go unguarded. Every one of them is dear to the heart 
of the Father, whose love is immeasurably greater 
than ours." 

Then the story came with a rush. 

"But you do not know about me. Last night I 
went to a religious meeting in the auditorium. Those 
people really live what they believe. Perhaps some- 
one has told you. Young Eldon Stoner has 
been converted by them. He got up last night 
and confessed his sins there in the meeting. Of 
course the whole city knows he has been a wretched 
drunkard, a grief and a shame to his family. He told 
all the horrid things about it, his drunkenness, his 
forging of his father's name, his unfaithfulness to 
his wife. It must have been a terrible ordeal, for there 
was a big audience, and many of his friends sat there 
and heard it. But when he had finished and asked 
God to forgive him, he said he felt freed from his 
guilt. 

"Doctor Houston, I am a guilty woman. I have 
covered up a sin and kept it hidden since I was 
eighteen. Retribution has come upon me. I can feel 
the hand of an angry God, and I'm living in mortal 
terror that Roger's life will be the forfeit I have to 
pay for my sin. I cannot let him go into the fighting 
until I have made restitution. Do you think if I went 
to the next meeting of this group and made public 
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confession that God would spare Roger? It would be 
easier to kill myself, but I must do what I can for 
him/' 

"There are many things I do not know," said 
Doctor Houston. "But one thing I do know beyond 
the shadow of a doubt. God is love, He is our Father, 
He loves all His children no matter what they have 
done. I tell you that on the authority of Jesus Christ, 
and it is confirmed by my lifetime experience. God 
does not bring trouble and disaster to any of His 
children merely because He is angry with them. 
If difficulties do come, we may be sure that they are 
the result of our attempts to act contrary to divine 
law. To think that Roger's life is to be forfeited be- 
cause of your sin is a fantastic idea. Will you dis- 
miss it at once and forever ? 

"Why have you been dragging a dead and gone 
sin about with you all this time that should long 
have been forgotten? Didn't you ask God to for- 
give you as soon as you realized you had done 
wrong? Don't you believe He did forgive you? 

"There is this to be said for public confession. It 
must be so painful that the repentant one will proba- 
bly be very careful about his conduct in the future 
he doesn't want to go through that again. But aside 
from this, a repentant sinner confesses to God. What 
did Jesus Christ tell us about our communion with 
God? It is secret only God and the seeking soul in 
the closed room. Then when God forgives us, there 
is no more sin; so why further confession? 

"To be sure, there are sins that we must confess 
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to another, the person whom our sin has injured. We 
must try to get his forgiveness, too, after we have 
confessed and made restitution. But to confess to 
just anyone else seems to me merely spectacular ex- 
hibitionism. Paul told his many little churches about 
his repentance for the sin of persecuting Christians. 
But all the Christian world knew of that publicly 
committed sin, and equally public confession and re- 
pentance were in order. 

"If an official in the government service commits 
a sin against all the people, it would certainly be in 
order for him to confess and repent before all the 
injured public. Now if I steal cabbages out of John 
Doe's garden some dark night, no one is concerned 
except God and John Doe and me. I don't see any 
gain in my standing on the street corner and telling 
passers-by of my sin. Ill tell God and John Doe, and 
pay for the cabbages. Then the whole thing is done. 
Ill not think of it again. 

"Now can't you let your old sin go and turn to- 
ward God in love and faith? He has great things in 
store for you/' 

"Ah! But, Doctor Houston, you do not under- 
stand. That old sin isn't hurting anyone but me, but 
I've been living a lie all these years. I wasn't mar- 
ried to Roger's father. Neither Roger nor I have 
a right to the name Colton. The first Roger Colton 
and I loved each other tenderly. We were engaged 
to marry, but Roger's mother declared she would 
die if he left her. So we were waiting, hoping that 
she might relent after a while. Then Roger was 
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killed in an accident, and a month later I knew I 
was going to have a child. 

"I had no family, and Roger had no one but 
his mother. I resolved to go away, take his name, 
and pretend I was a widow. There was no one to be 
hurt if I claimed his name for his child. In all but the 
actual pronouncement of the man-made ceremony 
we were married. So I went to a large city in another 
State. I had enough money. Roger had given me 
money to furnish our house. Then I had an income 
from my father's estate. I called myself Mrs. Colton, 
and told the doctor and the hospital people that 
my husband had been killed in an accident and that 
I was quite alone in the world. 

"After Roger was born, I came to this city and 
established a home. When Roger started to school, 
I took a job in the line of work in which I was in- 
terested. I made a good home for Roger's son. He 
had a normal boy's life. He had two years of college 
before he went into the army. You don't know him, 
but he is one of the finest I, too, had a normal life, 
though sometimes my heart turned over as I thought 
of that long-ago sin and the everyday lie. I had 
friends. I liked my work. 

"I kept busy until the accident that left me lame. 
Then suddenly I saw retribution coming upon me. 
And then I received Roger's letter. He's coming 
home on a few days' leave next week; then he's go- 
ing away. If the curse follows him I would confess 
before the world if it would save him. My dear 
Roger's boy I mustn't fail him. Doctor Houston, 



24 Doctor Houston Speaking 

he is truly a child of love if there ever was one. Roger 
and I loved each other with all our hearts. I even 
have letters he wrote me when he was away for a 
brief time, and in them he called me his dear wife. 
I didn't want to live a lie, but I thought Roger would 
want me to save our boy from shame and reproach." 

Her voice was rising hysterically. Doctor Hous- 
ton put a quieting hand on her twitching ones. 

"Listen to me/' he commanded. "You are going 
to get rid of that sin now. You sinned, not in giving 
the boy his father's name but in breaking a law de- 
signed to protect the family, which is the first unit 
of our civilization. It is of that you needed to repent." 

"Oh, I have! I do! I knew then, even as a young 
girl, that I had done wrong. I've known more surely 
every year. I have prayed to God daily to forgive me. 
I don't excuse myself, nor blame anyone else 
though at first I blamed Roger's mother." 

"Don't you know that God has promised us 
through Jesus Christ to forgive us when we ask? To 
whom else would you confess? Your act of trans- 
gression is between you and your Father, and you're 
not showing much faith when you keep on asking 
after He has forgiven. Look into your own heart, and 
see if that sin is not gone completely." 

"Dare I believe that!" she whispered. 

"In the State where you lived, your and Roger 
Colton's taking each other for husband and wife 
and you have letters attesting the relationship con- 
stitutes a common-law marriage. You could have had 
the marriage recorded if you had consulted the au- 
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thorities. You have bound yourself with a slave's 
chain all these years and let the iron eat into your 
soul. You blotted out the face of your loving Father 
and put in its place that of an angry, vengeful God. 
There you have sinned indeed and need to ask God 
to forgive you." 

Mrs. Colton bowed her head in awe at this dra- 
matic release. "God forgive me!" she murmured. 
"Forgive my doubts and fears and show me how to 
walk in Your way." 

"Amen," said Doctor Houston. 

"Now that you have turned toward the light, 
you will see what great things God has for you. You 
will be His witness now. Surely you are not going to 
keep that lameness. Are you holding that close to 
you, as you did your sin? You have seen that that 
long terror was only in your own mind. Stop and 
think. The lameness is in your own mind too. Have 
you ever spoken to God about it?" 

"My lameness? No. Surely you do not mean I 
could be healed. Oh, that would be too much to ex- 
pect. I don't deserve healing after I distrusted God 
so terribly." 

"The poet, and poets usually see clearly, said, 
'God's gifts put men's best dreams to shame/ God 
doesn't give to us according to our deserving but ac- 
cording to His love and bounty. You don't want 
Roger to come home and find you disabled in soul 
from that old nightmare. Well, don't let him find 
you disabled in body either. Is your faith wakened 
now sufficiently so that you can bring your request 
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for healing to your Father, as simply as you used to 
ask things of your earthly father?" 

He waited while she sat in thought. He knew 
that the whole atmosphere of the spirit can be 
changed in a moment when one has touched divine 
power. Out of her agony of fear and her sudden 
release he thought she had reached out and touched 
the Christ. He himself felt the Presence in the room. 
"Now, God, now!" he whispered. So often in the 
past he had taught and prayed with persons who 
bound their sins and sicknesses so close to them that 
it seemed they could not be free. This woman with 
her suddenly cleared vision could come free now. 

"My Father would heal me," she said as if to her- 
self. 'Tm holding this as I held the old sin. I can 
let it go. Can this be true?" 

"Yes, it is the truest thing in the world. You see, 
our sin, which is the breaking of the eternal law, 
and our sufferings, which are the results of the 
broken law, are not two separate things. They grow 
on the same stem. As long as we hold the sin to us, 
either by continuing to break the law or by living 
in the shadow of the past sin, we cannot hope to 
escape the results. You cannot get rid of sickness and 
failure while you continue to keep hatred, suspicion, 
selfishness. But once we set our souls free, the cur- 
rent of divine wholeness pours through spirit, mind, 
and body. Can you now declare your complete 
liberty as a child of God?" 

"Pray with me," she said. "You know all that I 
need." 
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They prayed in silence. When she lifted her 
head, she arose and walked across the room. 

"Thank God! Thank God!" cried Doctor Hous- 
ton, more joyfully than if it had been he who received 
the healing. 

She was too moved to talk, and he understood 
when she arose to leave, only whispering: "God sent 
me to you, my friend. My whole life will be a thanks- 
giving for that, no matter what the future holds." 

He restrained an impulse to walk with her to the 
bus stop at the corner. He would not harbor a 
shadow of a doubt by thinking she might need help 
on the steps. He watched her go down the walk, 
stepping swiftly and freely. He saw her go up the 
bus steps without hesitation. He took up the cane 
she had left beside her chair. 

"You were a symbol of defeat," he said. "But 
now when I look at you I shall see the memorial of 
a triumph and that is the way we ought to look at 
all our handicaps." 



Your Place Is Waiting 

1-T-l HE SPEAKER had talked about individual re- 
I sponsibility for community betterment It was 
, I .. not enough, he said, to turn matters over to 
committees, to subscribe money, to go to meetings. 
Every member o the community must be individual- 
ly responsible, he must do the job that is nearest at 
hand. He went on to name many of the jobs in every 
neighborhood, just waiting for the person of imagi- 
nation and good will. Probably everyone who had 
attended that particular community forum wanted to 
find his job and do it, the speaker said. 

As Doctor Houston was leaving the hall he spoke 
to the woman beside him, Judith Carleton, who had 
recently come to the town. 

"What that man said makes you think that you 
have never used your eyes or your mind at all," she 
said thoughtfully. "There must be some job for even 
such a useless person as I. But I don't see it, and I 
wish I might find it" 

The Doctor took a second look. She did not look 
like a person at loose ends with herself. She was 
handsome and smartly dressed. She^had an air of as- 
surance. He knew she had bought one of the most at- 
tractive of the smaller places in* town, and her name 
was often in the social column of the newspaper. 

"I suspect there are a good many jobs, if not right 
here in this favored little suburb, then in our city, 
with its multiple problems of humanity. If you ask 

28 
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some interested persons, I'm sure you can find a job/' 

"Interested persons?*' she said. "Oh, yes, I know 
any one of them would have something for me to do. 
But would it be the right thing? I'd like to meet the 
person who can take an objective view. Doctor 
Houston, I know it's part of your business to help 
people find direction. Couldn't you tell me some- 
thing I could do to fill my empty life and render a 
real service to my neighbors ?" 

Doctor Houston was not sure that she was in 
earnest, but decided he would talk with her. They 
were walking through the small park next to the 
borough building. 

"Would you like to sit down a few minutes and 
talk about it? We might canvass the opportunities 
for service in our community. I can think of several." 

"Please, Doctor, don't tell me to join a circle in 
the church. I have done that. I like it. The women 
are fine people, and they've made me, a stranger, 
feel welcome. I'm interested in the church missions 
and philanthropies. I'll help support the play- 
ground, the swimming pool, the girls' club, the boys* 
club, and all the others. But I need something dif- 
ferent" 

"I didn't mean to speak of any of these worthy 
projects," said the Doctor. 

"Have you time to listen to a bit of the story that 
has brought me to my present state of mind?" Mrs. 
Carleton asked. "I was widowed when my boy was 
ten years old. That blow swept me loose from all 
feelings of trust and faith for a while. My husband 
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was such a splendid person. We loved each other so 
fully. How could God do this to Larry and me? I 
suppose I'm not reconciled to God yet, because I still 
ask that question. 

"My son and I were left well provided for. I 
never had to feel concerned about money matters. 
Perhaps it would have been better for me if we had 
been poor and I had had to work hard to educate 
Larry. But I just sent him to a good school, and then 
to college as a matter of course. The war took him as 
it did all the other fine boys of our country. He is 
now in Japan. He is studying the language and is 
being prepared for a position of responsibility there. 
He is quite enthusiastic about what he hopes to do 
for those people. 

"He will be there for some time. The girl to 
whom he is engaged plans to go there, and they will 
be married. He's a pretty fine person himself, but 
you can see his life is now quite apart from mine. 
That is as I want it. I didn't bring him up to save 
me from loneliness. I want him to carry on the career 
for which he is fitted. 

"So I moved to the city, following a sort of will- 
o'-the-wisp that pointed to a possible opening for niy 
one small talent. I've never been bound by places. 
When Larry came East for his education I took a 
place on Cape Cod to have a summer home for htm 
and his friends. When he decided to stay in Japan 
I sold that home and came here. I don't like to live 
in a hotel downtown, so I bought the little house on 
Cedar Street." 
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"I didn't suppose you were old enough to have a 
grown son," said Doctor Houston. His simple state- 
ment made this a real compliment. "I must revise my 
thoughts about that job." 

"I am quite old enough/' she said. "It runs in 
our family not to show age. I remember my great- 
grandmother. At ninety-four she was active, alert 
mentally, interested, and at peace. If I should live to 
be ninety-four with my mind as it is now, I should 
be just her opposite. I must do something to change. 

"I've brought my story up to date. Yesterday I 
went to a bridge club. Understand, I'm finding no 
fault with bridge clubs and certainly not with the 
charming neighbors who took me into this one. But 
I must have been in a low mood. I sat and listened to 
the talk: How hard it is to get someone to do odd 
jobs. How in the world can a woman get attractive 
meals for a family when no two members like the 
same things? What unreasonable wages domestic 
workers are asking! Have you read that book every- 
one is talking about? I read a few pages of the book, 
they named and I just didn't care what happened to 
any of the sordid people in it, so I threw the book 
away. 

"We talked about trashy books and wages and 
picture shows. Trifles! when half the world is trying 
through blood and tears to struggle up out of the pit 
dug by years of war. What were we comfortable 
women doing to help bring simple goodness, kind- 
ness, and courage bade to this despairing world ? I f eit 
a little sick at heart about it. Maybe they don't know 
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what to do. I don't. But I can't live on that surface 
layer of my mind any longer. I must do something 
that will bring me peace of mind." 

Now Doctor Houston knew that he was not talk- 
ing with a bored society woman but with a woman 
setting out on the great quest. He spoke straight to 
the point and bluntly. He wanted her to see how hard 
this job was. 

"There is a family in this town deeply in need 
of immediate help. I don't know whether you can 
give it Wendall Hosmer is a promising young com- 
mercial artist He has a good job, but hell not keep 
it long unless he gets a helping hand. He married be- 
fore he was out of school, the girl was younger than 
he, and neither of them was fitted by experience or 
temperament to make a happy home. There are two 
small children. Three months ago the young wife 
left her family and went away with another man. She 
and the man were killed in an automobile accident 
before they reached the Western city for which they 
were bound. 

"Wendall has gone to pieces. When I talked with 
him yesterday he seemed like a sleepwalker. He is 
drinking heavily. There has been a succession of in- 
competent housekeepers. The children are neglected. 
There are no close relatives to take or look after 
them, and, anyway, Wendall clings to them. He 
seems to feel they are his last hold on a return to 
sanity and a normal life. Now you can see what a 
hard job I had in mind." 

"Yes," she said in deep thought. "That could 
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mean the turning of the destiny of four lives. I must 
think it over/' 

"There would be no more time for bridge clubs." 

"No, not for years." She was smiling at that 
"Not with two no, three children to bring up. 
This Wendall is young enough to be my son, and if 
he has taken to drinking he will have to be guided 
up from this wreckage like a lost child. Thank you 
for listening to me, Doctor Houston. I can't tell yet, 
but there may be light on the way ahead." 

"God guide you into the light," he said simply 
as they parted. 

Judith Carleton must have done her thinking on 
the way home, for when she entered the house her 
first act was to call up the town real-estate woman 
who had secured her house for her. 

"Have you the address of that young serviceman 
and his wife who were in your office when I was 
there last week?" she asked. 

She had not been able to forget them. The boy 
was like her Larry. They had needed a home so 
desperately. She got the address and called them. 
She said she thought she knew of a house for them, 
and they were at her door as soon as the bus could 
bring them. When she offered them her beautiful 
home, and at a rent they could afford, they could 
hardly believe they had heard aright The little bride 
broke down and wept and had to be comforted. But 
Mrs. Carleton reassured them. The business arrange- 
ments could be concluded next day, she said, and they 
could move in next week. 
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Wendall Hosmer, red-eyed, trembling, and 
disheveled, was in the kitchen of his home, trying to 
prepare a meal for the children. The latest house- 
keeper had left She was filled with self-righteous in- 
dignation when he came home drunk. She would 
not stay in such a place. A seven-year-old girl, 
frightened by her father's manner, was trying to 
help him find things for the meal. A three-year-old 
boy padded about after him, whining fretfully. 

The door opened and Mrs. Carleton entered. 

"I rang the front doorbell several times, so I 
thought you must be in the kitchen. Mr. Hosmer, you 
are not well. You go and lie down while I get din- 
ner ready." 

He didn't even ask who she was. He stumbled to 
the living-room couch and dropped upon it, wishing 
aloud that he might die. If he had not been in a 
stupor he soon would have heard laughter from the 
kitchen. But even the smell of coffee and good food 
did not rouse him. After a while a hand was laid on 
his shoulder. 

"Wendall, come out and have your dinner," said 
the stranger. 

Magic had been at work in the kitchen, the magic 
of directed love. Disorder had vanished. The kitchen 
table was spread with a gay cloth. There were flowers 
on the table. The children had been washed and 
dressed in clean clothes and were prancing impatient- 
ly beside their chairs. 

"Daddy, your hair isn't combed," shouted little 
Jon, conscious of his own scrubbed state. 
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Wendall made a hasty toilet in the kitchen lava- 
tory and came to the table. The stranger helped the 
children to their places and indicated their father's 
place at the head of the small table. She sat down op- 
posite him. To the eager children she said: "Wait, 
let us thank God first for our good dinner/* She 
showed them how to bow their heads and fold their 
hands, then spoke a simple grace that they could 
understand. 

For the first time in months Wendall had a well- 
planned, well-cooked meal. He hardly spoke at all. 
But the children chattered, so that there was no em- 
barrassing silence. 

" Daddy, 'Aunt Judith* knows stories. She told 
me one about Quack-Quack, the duck. Tell it to 
Daddy, Aunt Judith." 

"You tell it to him when he puts you to bed," she 
said. 

"Daddy, Aunt Judith has come to stay with us," 
said Sue. "Aren't we glad ?" 

It was a leisurely meal with laughter and fun, 
though Wendall was silent When at last the chil- 
dren left the table, Judith said, "Will you put the 
children to bed while I clear away the dinner? After 
that perhaps we can talk a few minutes/* 

She was still in the kitchen when he came down- 
stairs. She pointed him to a chair beside the table. 

"I don't even know your name," he said, "but I 
feel as if you had saved my life tonight. I didn't 
know there was anyone like you in the world, and I 
can't see why you came in here to do this for us." 
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"My name is Judith Carleton. I have a son about 
your age. I heard you needed someone in your home. 
I'm fond of children, so I've come to take over here 
if you want me." 

He simply stared at her. Perhaps his mind was 
still confused and he was dreaming this. After the 
housekeepers he had had, could it be possible that 
this pleasant, competent woman was offering to take 
over his broken home? But he came back to reality. 

"I'm afraid I can't pay you enough/' he said 
hesitatingly, 

"Pay me whatever you were paying the former 
housekeeper." 

Again he sat silent. Surely she had known he 
was drunk when she came in. But she hadn't said a 
word about it. Why was she doing this? 

"Don't you want me?" she said smiling. "I'm 
quite a reasonable person to have around. I can't 
bring you any references. I can only assure you that I 
am neat, courteous, thrifty, a fair cook, and able to 
do the work." 

"Oh, I want you/' he said. "If you should stay, 
I couldn't believe my good luck. What your being 
here would mean to the children! But I can't see 
why you want to come here and take over a hard 
job that has nothing in it" 

"Put it down to a wish not to be a 'cumberer of 
the earth/ as my grandmother used to say when con- 
sidering a useless life." 

It was a month later that Doctor Houston came 
to the door of the Hosmer home. He had talked with 
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young Wendall before that and knew something o 
what had happened. 

Mrs. Carleton said, "You ought to affect great 
surprise to see me here, Doctor Houston. You should 
have said, 'Oh, is it you?' For confess now, when you 
told me of this you didn't think I could take it" 

He smiled in answer. "I didn't at first. I thought 
you might be just another bored woman, seeking to 
bring some exciting experience into your life. But by 
the time I had told you of this I had hopes. After all, 
this is a hard job of work. I've never been a house- 
keeper, but my observation leads me to believe that 
taking care of a family and a home is no trifle." 

"It's quite a handful," she agreed, "but it's worth 
all it costs." 

Her glance wandered to the small boy busy on 
some project with his playthings. 

"Tell me something about it I only know that 
Wendall looks and acts like a responsible person 
again." 

"You know all about him, so I am betraying no 
confidence when I tell you that he came home once 
very drunk. I helped him to bed to sleep it off. Of 
course I should never have mentioned it again. But 
he was bitterly ashamed in the morning. I had a task 
helping him to build up his self -respect again. For 
the past three weeks he has come home each night to 
a good meal and a clean, cheerful home. The chil- 
dren are always happy when he sees them. After 
they go to bed, he can sit and read or go out 

"I do not inflict too much of my company upon 
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him. I've told him to invite his friends. He brought a 
young chap home from the office one evening, and 
they had a good time together. Another time he in- 
vited a husband and wife who were old friends. 
They were fine people, and again they had a pleasant 
evening. I want him to get back to normal living, 
to see his friends, to get new interests. 

"The children are a joy. They are unspoiled, but 
they have never been mothered. When I came they 
were too much afraid of everything, but they'll get 
over that. Wendall is worried because he can't pay 
me what I'm worth, as he puts it. I think he imagines 
someone may lure me away with higher wages. I 
try to reassure him. He doesn't know that I use the 
wages he pays me to hire faithful Mrs. Cropp to 
come and do all the cleaning and laundry work so 
that I can give more time to the children. I want to 
make up to them for what they have lost. There is a 
sense in which they are really my children. I never 
had a daughter, and it is such a satisfaction to me to 
watch that little woman Sue in her reactions. 

"Wendall said to me last night, 'Do you know, 
I haven't even wanted a drink for the past three 
weeks!' and I answered, 'What do you think I've 
been praying for?' He didn't answer, but the look he 
gave me set everything right between us. He knows 
now that I'm not just hired help, and that there is 
someone to whose heart his welfare is dear." 



The Miracle 

"7TFTER his cordial greeting, Doctor Houston 
/-A had said very little as his visitor unfolded the 
JL JL matters that were on his mind. 

Bradley Emmet took pains to assure the Doctor 
that he was deserving of the answer to his prayers. 
He explained that he was a religious man, that he 
went to church every Sunday, that he was honest, in- 
dustrious, and did not shirk his responsibilities. Doc- 
tor Houston's mind deflected briefly to the thought 
that if going to church every Sunday were the talis- 
man that opened the way to answered prayer, the 
churches would all be crowded every Sunday. He 
must find the effective way to say this to his visitor, 
whom he had never seen before. 

"I have asked God to give me this sale/' Bradley 
was saying. "I've asked in faith. There is nothing 
more I can do. I am all confused. Are prayers an- 
swered? Did Jesus mean it when He said, 'All things, 
whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, ye shall 
receive' ? What am I to think when I pray and pray 
for God to give me this, and nothing happens ? Well, 
it's worse than that. I won't be able to hold on much 
longer unless I make some sales." 

At least a half dozen times in those few minutes 
Bradley had said, "I have prayed for God to give 
me," and so forth. 

Doctor Houston spoke quietly but firmly. "My 
experience leads me to believe that Jesus meant what 
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He said and that prayers are answered. But you are 
not ready for an answer to your prayer, and you 
wouldn't receive it if it were sent to you. You are 
out of the orbit in which the answers travel. You 
must move spirit, mind, and body into a new place." 
"You mean there is some special technique of 
prayer that must be followed? Something besides 
asking? Can one learn it? Can you tell me about it? 
How long will it take me to learn ?" 

"There certainly is something to prayer besides 
asking," Doctor Houston replied. "But if by a spe- 
cial technique you mean some special method of 
phrasing or special posture or some special time and 
place, there is no such thing. You can pray anywhere, 
alone or in a crowd, in any words, about any matter. 
But there are some things you need to learn. You 
must begin to give if you expect to receive." 

A calculating look came into Bradley's eyes. Doc- 
tor Houston could almost see him thinking, "Oh, so 
you're another one of those fellows that wants good 
pay for a lot of abstract advice that doesn't get a 
person anywhere/' But he had the grace not to say it 
Instead he answered: "But, Doctor Houston, I've al- 
ready told you that I haven't any money. That's why 
I need so desperately to make this sale. I'm really 

down to the bottom. When I get some money " 

But Doctor Houston stopped him there. 

"I'm not talking about money. I'm reminding 

you of a law that Jesus Christ explained to men and 

illustrated by His own life. He said, 'Give, and it 

shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed 
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down, shaken together, running over/ He didn't lay 
down a new law when He said this; He was just 
recalling an old one to minds crusted over by selfish- 
ness. This law was made before there was such a 
thing as money. God put the law in the foundations 
of the universe. It has always been working. 

"If we only had the sense to profit by others' 
experiences we would start in using this law as soon 
as we begin to think. But we must give, even if there 
isn't a thin dime in our pocket. We must begin to 
give what we have. If we look within and find 
we haven't anything well, then we are really a poor 
person. But even then we need not despair. Obvious- 
ly we all must receive before we can begin to give, 
and we can begin to receive just as soon as we open 
the door to God. 

"No matter how poor you are, you have a divine 
heritage; you are a child of God. He is eternally giv- 
ing to you. You can receive whenever you will. At 
first you will receive little, not because God is stingy, 
but because your capacity is small. This is where the 
law Jesus explained begins to work. You cannot hold 
to yourself what you receive. As fast as it comes to 
you, give it out. 

"If you gather the good up and press it to your 
own heart, it will perish. You will find yourself out- 
side the life-giving current. But if you give, your ca- 
pacity to receive will grow. After a while, when you 
cease thinking about getting for yourself and only 
of giving to your Father-God and your brother man, 
you will find that the abundance of God's giving 
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pours in so that you know the meaning of abundant 
life. 

"Why are we so slow to learn this great truth? 
If we would look at history, at contemporary life, 
at our own neighbors, we should see that it is the 
givers who receive. Those who set getting as their 
goal always end in disaster. Yet we pinch and hoard 
and contrive with cunning to lay our hands on just 
a little more of what we see as the good things of 
life. The current of God's gracious gifts flows past 
us. Some of us come with a teacup to take of that 
bounty. Only the wise bring large vessels and take 
a great deal so that they may pass it on to their neigh- 
bors. 

"My friend, you want very much to carry through 
a piece of business that will be profitable. You have 
asked God to give you power to do it. Take your 
New Testament when you get home and read prayer- 
fully what Jesus Christ said about getting and giv- 
ing. Then look within and see what you have to give. 
Forget the business deal for a few days. As you have 
explained it, there is no need of haste. Try this out, 
and see what happens/* 

Bradley looked shaken as he rose. "I haven't been 
giving anything," he said, "not anything at all. I've 
even refused to give small bits of help that were 
asked of me in the past week. If you are right, sir, I 
am so far off the track that I can't expect anything 
of God. I wonder if I can get back. I've been pray- 
ing, 'Give me, give me, give me!' And maybe God 
has been saying to me, 'Show that you are My son 
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by giving too/ I'm going home to think and try to 
find out about this." 

"Once Jesus said to a man who wanted to learn 
the Way, Thou art not far from the kingdom of 
God/ With all reverence I think I can say this to you. 
You'll find the Way. It's one of the 'open secrets/ 
Anyone who truly seeks can find it; and keep on 
praying for what your mind tells you is your good/' 

Bradley went home, his mind intent on the new 
thoughts that poured in. "I've been wrong," he said. 
"I prayed for die open door, but it was the door into 
what I wanted, not the door where I would find unity 
with the eternal good that comes from God. I must 
turn around and look in another direction/' 

He opened his Bible to the Sermon on the Mount 
and read what Jesus Christ said about giving. He 
paused at the lines "Ask, and it shall be given you; 
seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened 
unto you/' 

"God," he prayed, "I never really read that be- 
fore. I stopped at 'ask, and it shall be given you/ I 
didn't see that it said, 'seek/ Now I'm seeking, now 
I'm knocking at the door/* 

He awoke in the morning with a thought so clear 
in his mind that he knew this was his word from the 
invisible. 

A few days before, a friend in church had spoken 
of a widow whom they both knew well. She was 
about to sell her house and go to live with a sister 
in California. 

"You ought to take it over/' the man had said 
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to Brad. "She knows nothing about real estate. Shell 
not get what the place is worth. It hasn't been ad- 
vertised, but if some sharp dealer should get hold 
of it she'll get very little." 

"Too busy," Brad had answered decisively. 

"Ill go right out and see Mrs. Miller," he said 
this time. He was not too busy now. 

She lived in a simple, attractive cottage at the 
edge of town. When he talked with her, he was sure 
it was his job to help her sell the property. She was 
asking an absurdly low price. 

"It's worth more than that," said Brad. "The 
house is in good condition, you have a large piece of 
land, planted with trees, shrubs, and flowers. The 
city is growing this way, and soon the land alone 
will be worth three times what you are asking. We 
don't want to be greedy and take advantage of the 
scarcity of houses " 

"No, no," she said quickly, "that would be al- 
most like cheating." 

"I think so too. We just want to put a fair value 
on it, considering its condition, the planting, and 
the growth of the city." 

"I wouldn't know about that. But you arrange 
it so it is fair to buyer and seller. Is there some paper 
I must sign?" 

He was touched by her trust in him. "Are you 
giving me full authority to handle this matter?" 

"Why, yes. We go to the same church. That 
makes us sort of relatives. One of us couldn't do 
anything to injure the other." 
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Brad spent three days on the deal. He looked 
up the title, surveyed the neighborhood, noted that 
it was good, and then set a fair price. He did not 
advertise, for he knew the right people for the house. 
They were also members of "our church," sort of 
"relatives," as Mrs. Miller had said. Bruce Ham- 
mond was a young veteran with a wife and two 
small children. They were living uncomfortably with 
in-laws whose house was too small for two families. 
When Brad took them to look at the cottage and told 
them the price, they could hardly believe their good 
fortune. 

Mrs. Hammond lingered to say shyly: "I've been 
praying for a house like this. I think I was praying 
about this very house." 

"Why, so was I," said Brad. "That's how I got 
the right people for it." 

When the sale of the Miller cottage was com- 
pleted, Brad turned again to the project that had 
looked so important to him. 

"I know, God," he said conversationally, "I 
haven't put You in my debt. This is only the begin- 
ning. But now if You could help me out in that big 
sale to the Anderson Company, I could settle up 
some things that are pressing me, and then I'll go 
right on giving." 

The Anderson Company was in another town. 
He knew it was establishing branches, and he knew 
of a site in his own city that would be a good loca- 
tion. But so far he had not been able to see anyone 
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in authority in the Anderson Company. His letters 
had been politely acknowledged, but no date had 
been set for him to call. After thinking the matter 
over and then consciously placing the matter in God's 
hands, he felt moved to go to the Anderson people 
and try to get an interview. 

'Til go on Wednesday/' he said. Then he hesi- 
tated. "No, I'll go on Thursday/' he decided, and 
that seemed all right. 

Immediately after lunch on Thursday he was 
sitting in the reception room of the Anderson Com- 
pany's offices. 

No, he had told the young woman at the desk, 
he had no appointment, but he had an important 
matter that he wanted to bring to Mr. John Ander- 
son's attention. She said he could wait. But her at- 
titude was doubtful. His hopes were at a low ebb as 
he sat turning the pages of a magazine but seeing 
no words on them. Why didn't he just go home and 
give it up? The Anderson people had their own 
real-estate man, who would look up sites for them 
when they were ready. He was foolish to imagine 
they needed him. Still he did not go. 

Then a door opened and people came along the 
corridor. Someone spoke his name. 

"Mr. Emmet! I'm so glad to see you again. 
Cousin John, this is the man I was telling you about 
who took over all the business of selling my house. 
Mr. Anderson, I want to introduce Mr. Emmet to 
you. I think he's the best real-estate man in the whole 
country." 
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Brad never could remember what he said in the 
next few minutes. Someway he was shaking hands 
with Mr. Anderson, and then he said good-by to Mrs. 
Miller and wished her a pleasant journey. But he 
heard Mr. Anderson say: "Will you sit down a 
minute, Mr. Emmet, while I take Cousin Edith to the 
car? Then I'd like to talk with you." 

Brad sat down, feeling dizzy. He could not 
marshal his thoughts in order. He could only look 
at this wonderful happening as a man whose eyes 
are accustomed to darkness looks at a dazzling light. 

He followed Mr. Anderson to his office. Mr. An- 
derson talked for a moment, and Brad became calm 
and collected again. 

"Cousin Edith is my favorite cousin. She is one 
of the older branch of our family. She took the place 
of my mother and saved me from a lonely boyhood. 
As she is going to California I shall not see her so 
often, but I know the move is the best thing for her. 

"She told me about the sale of her house. It is an 
important matter to her. Now she has enough to give 
her what she calls enough income to live comfort- 
ably. This means that she will have enough to give 
away whatever she chooses. She and her husband 
always preferred to live simply, and I think they may 
have been happier than those of our family who live 
in what the average person would call luxury. 

"When she mentioned your name today it had 
a familiar sound, though I didn't place it imme- 
diately. But now I recall your letter. She told me how 
much trouble you went to about the sale, even to 
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bringing the sort of buyers that she wanted for her 
house. She said you wouldn't accept any commission 
on the sale, and when she asked you why, you said 
it was a secret." 

Brad drew a long breath. He looked at the keen, 
practical businessman before him. Could he say it? 

"It is a secret between me and God," he said 
simply. "I wanted to do something about my account 
with Him/' The silence in the room lengthened. But 
Brad was not worried. It was a friendly silence. John 
Anderson was thinking, "A man who keeps his ac- 
count with God in order must be a reliable man, yes, 
and an able one." 

"Now about this business matter," he said after a 
while. 

Two hours later Brad started home. Out of his 
hurrying thoughts one thing was clear. "I must go 
and tell Doctor Houston about it." 

That evening he sat in the Doctor's study. 

"I need not ask if things are going well," said 
the Doctor. "Your whole being shows it." 

"I am looking upon a miracle," said Brad. He told 
his story down to the opening of the wonderful door 
of opportunity that day. 

"Yes, a miracle," said the Doctor. "It is like all 
miracles. It is an orderly working out of good 
through the laws that God has established to bless 
His children in this world. Daily these things come 
to pass. Prayers are answered, sicknesses are healed, 
opportunities are opened, peace is established, the 



The Miracle 49 

way to the abundant life is made clear, love comes 
alive to the fulfilling of the law. Some men call it 
coincidence or chance when all the time it is God 
moving in the hearts and hands of men. But you and 
I see and give thanks for the miracle/' 

"Suppose I hadn't learned how to get into ac- 
cord with God," said Brad, still shaken by the 
wonder. 

"What you might have done does not matter. 
You did learn the simple truth, and you'll never for- 
get it. Jesus Christ is continually speaking to us if 
only we will pay attention to Him. 'There are only 
two commandments/ He says, love God, and by 
thought and deed give good will to all your brothers 
the world over/ " 



New Tenants 

f I -< HE VISITOR said: "For a month I've been screw- 
I ing up my courage to come and talk with you 
, I ... about this matter that is troubling me. Now 
that I am here, I am ashamed to tell you. It is dis- 
graceful that a woman of my age and experience 
couldn't cope with this herself. But it has overpow- 
ered me. I'm no longer in control. When I put it 
out in front of me and look at it, it is absurd, yet it 
dominates my whole life." 

Doctor Houston had been appraising the speaker, 
Mrs. Bayne. He saw her sometimes in church, and 
they had a speaking acquaintance, but she lived on 
the other side of town, and he knew nothing about 
her. He saw a pretty woman of middle years. She 
was probably not a decisive nor aggressive person. 
She would be likely to agree with one. She would 
never do an unkind thing, nor harbor a mean 
thought. 

He smiled reassuringly. "If you took a month 
to make the decision to talk it over, perhaps you had 
better. You say it is simple when you lay it out be- 
fore you. If two people consider it, we may arrive at 
some solution. But you must make the decision/' 

She hesitated a moment, then burst out: "My 
neighbors annoy me frightfully in a hundred ways. 
I'm conscious of them there, so close to me every 
waking moment. They are making my life intoler- 
able. There are days when I am really ill. I don't 
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think I've ever hated anyone in my life before. But 
sometimes I hate the sound of their shrill voices. I 
avoid meeting them so I won't have to say, 'How do 
you do/ Mrs. Lenski was in the grocery yesterday, 
and I went out without finishing my marketing so 
I would not have to speak to her. You see, it's getting 
very bad." 

"Yes," said the Doctor, "that is very bad. It does 
need consideration. You are right to talk it all out. 
What do they do that annoys you ?" 

"Everything," she said vehemently. "They moved 
into the old Warren place next door to us. Some- 
way it didn't seem right that people named Lenski 
should move in there, even though it is so run-down. 
The Warrens were so truly American. In my moth- 
er's time the place was the most beautiful home in 
our part of town/' 

Perhaps the look of astonishment on Doctor 
Houston's face stopped her. 

"I don't mean I have any prejudice against 
foreigners," she hurried on. "Truly I have not" 

"I know Mrs. Lenski," said Doctor Houston. "I 
consider the family good Americans. Two sons and 
a daughter were in our country's service right on the 
fighting fronts during the war." 

"Oh, I didn't know that They have such a house- 
ful of children, I didn't know there were older ones. 
It's not the foreign name, though I admit that did 
ruffle me a bit when I heard it Bnt they are such 
common-looking people " 

"Aren't we all!" said Doctor Houston vigorously. 
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He knew now exactly why Mrs, Bayne found her 
neighbors trying, and he knew she needed a stern 
warning. 

"Oh, what am I saying! I'm not a snob. And 
I've never in my life had disagreements with neigh- 
bors. I do my part to get along with people. I 
wouldn't mind the name or the looks if only they 
were quiet and not so annoying." 

"In other words you'd be able to ignore them. 
You might even like them if they were just like you/' 

"That sounds as if it were all my fault." 

"Go on with your story and let us see how much 
is your fault and what we can do about it." 

"They are so annoying. The first day they seemed 
to be shrieking at each other all day as they set the 
house in order. The children quarreled out in the 
yard. The two boys ran across my lawn, and I had 
to go out and tell them I couldn't allow that Then 
they were rude to me. Now the mother calls them 
back if they even come near my hedge. Today I heard 
her say to them: 'Play on the other side of the house. 
We don't want to get that fussy woman started/ The 
littlest girl makes faces at me whenever she sees me. 
If my dog goes into their yard, the children chase 
him out, and he's such a friendly dog. He just wants 
to play with them. 

"They seem to talk to each other at the top of 
their voices. I wake in the morning hearing the call 
to breakfast, and someone is still yelling when I go 
to bed at night And they keep chickens! No one in 
our neighborhood has ever before done such a thing. 
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Those roosters they start crowing before daylight 
and keep it up without a minute's rest until they are 
fed. It is horrible. I go to sleep thinking about them 
and keep waking every few minutes in dread until 
they begin." 

"Dear lady, roosters' crowing is not quite so bad 
as that" 

"You've never lived next door to roosters/' she 
said grimly. 

"Yes, I have. I was brought up in the country, 
and they were almost under my window. And now 
each summer, when I make a visit to the old home 
farm, I hear them again. I don't seem to mind them 
much. I even have a certain fondness for their music 
It's all a state of mind." 

"My mind can't stand it. IVe never killed any- 
thing in my life, but I could go into that coop and 
take them off the roost and chop their heads off with 
satisfaction." 

Doctor Houston was silent for a moment, then 
he said: "It is out of such states of mind as yours 
that plots for murder evolve." 

As he spoke he secretly smiled at the incongruity 
of putting this precise and proper person in the cate- 
gory of criminals. 

"Why, Doctor Houston!" she cried. "What an 
awful thing to say! I don't want to kill the Lenskis. 
I just want them to move away." 

"But you want to kill the roosters, harmless 
creatures, who obey the law of their being by greet- 
ing the dawn with their song. 
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"Now I do not want to make a jest of this. It is 
far from a jesting matter. You have put yourself in 
a place where you cannot stand. You must get out of 
it You will recall that Jesus Christ said, 'Whosoever 
hateth his brother is a murderer/ You are not far 
from hating all that family. To want to kill the 
roosters is a departure from the lifetime standards 
to which you adhere. You are only a step from the 
place where you would do those people harm if the 
opportunity came. And when you are ready for it, 
the opportunity will come. Don't you see that some- 
thing must be done?" 

"Yes, yes, you frighten me. I've been blaming 
just them, and you show me that I have been grow- 
ing wicked." 

"You say you want them to move away. You 
can't ever count on that Even if they did move, their 
moving would not solve any of your problems. You 
cannot bring any persuasion to bear upon them. You 
have minus influence there. The only thing that re- 
mains is to do something with yourself. There's just 
one thing that works in a case like this. It is love." 

"It's just no use telling me to love them. I can't" 

"Let me remind you of the truth that we all need 
to remember: Christian love, brotherly love, is not 
personal affection; it is good will in action. Jesus 
Christ taught that we must love all our brothers. So 
we must our friends, strangers, even our enemies. 
Toward them all we must have good will. Just speak- 
ing or thinking good will is not enough; we must act 
upon it The Samaritan on the Jericho Road didn't 
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spend his time saying that he loved all men, but 
when the time came he acted like a brother to the 
wounded stranger. There is our pattern. If it seems 
hard to follow, Jesus Christ is here to show us how 
to measure up. 

"Do you hate the Lenskis so much that you wish 
harm to befall them?" 

"No, truly, truly even when I've been the most 
irritated I've never wished them ill." 

"Now we must ask Christ to help you wish them 
good. Here is the simple recipe to make your whole 
problem melt into nothingness: Look for an op- 
portunity to do some kind thing for them." 

"I can't call and act friendly, not after all this 
time they've been there. It would be artificial. They'd 
know I was just putting on an act." 

"You are quite right. A visit isn't indicated yet" 

"But what can I do?" 

"Not worry about it Aren't we asking God to 
take over and manage this? Very well, sit quiet and 
wait for Him to show you what to do. 

"Shall we pray now silently, asking our Father 
to cleanse your heart of all ill will and show you 
how to come into accord with His will of good?" 

She bowed her head at once. There was a minute 
of silence as they realized the Presence that can bring 
blessed peace out of life's bitterest crises. 

For the next two days Mrs. Bayne went over feat 
interview in her mind. She faced the truth that she 
had been dose to the destructiveness of hate. She 
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held fast to her faith that God would show her the 
next thing to do. 

As she was doing the baking three mornings later 
she was conscious of the low sobs of a child in 
trouble. She went to the open door and listened. Yes, 
a child was emitting the low hopeless sobs that ex- 
press the very depth of childish grief. She went out 
to the hedge and looked over the gate. The youngest 
Lenski, a child of five, lay beside the swing, a heap 
of misery. Mrs. Bayne ran back to the kitchen and 
returned with fresh cookies in her hand. 

"Katy," she said softly. The child raised her 
head. "I've just taken cookies out of the oven. 
Wouldn't you like some?" 

Katy got up and came to the gate. She took a 
cooky shyly and ate it. Mrs. Bayne gave her a second 
one. Then she said, "Did something hurt you?" 

Tears gathered again. "Mother went to town 
for all day, and the boys wouldn't take me fishing. 
Then Marie's girl friend called up, and Marie went 
orver to her house, and she wouldn't take me. I'm 
all all alone." 

The sobs burst out again. 

"How would you like to come and stay with me 
until Mother gets back? You can help with the bak- 
ing, and afterward we can toss the ball for Waif. 
He'd love to have you play with him." 

Katy was through the gate before Mrs. Bayne 
stopped speaking. Sit put her grimy little hand in 
the hand reached out to her, and they went into the 
house. She spent a blissful hour cutting out 
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cookies and baking them, and an even more blissful 
hour playing ball with the friendly collie. Then hav- 
ing seen no indication that any of the family had 
returned, Mrs. Bayne invited Katy to have lunch with 
her. When her face was washed, Katy was an attrac- 
tive child. Her table manners were good, and she 
had a happy childish fancy that showed imagination. 
She said Waif talked to her. She described the labors 
of the parent robins in a nest over the trellis. "They 
ought to have a little market basket to carry food 
home in for their hungry baby robins," she said. 

"Why, I like her/' said Mrs. Bayne to herself. 
"Doctor Houston said I'd like the Lenskis if I began 
doing something for them." 

That afternoon Mrs. Bayne read the story of the 
elephant's child to Katy, recalling all the other little 
folks she had taken on that happy adventure in years 
now gone. 

At four o'clock a call sounded for Katy. 

"Run home now," said Mrs. Bayne. "Mother's 
there. Ask her if you may come tomorrow to pky 
with Waif." 

She opened the gate and Katy ran. She heard tie 
mother's affectionately chiding voice, "Katy, where 
have you been?" 

"Over at Mrs. Bayne's. And I had fun. Waif can 
sit up and shake hands and " 

The rest was cut off as they went around the 
house. 

Mrs. Lenski came to the door that evening. 

"I want to thank you for keeping Katy today. I 
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went to town to help pack things for European re- 
lief. Marie was to take care of Katy. She cannot 
be excused for going away, but something happened 
so that she could not get back quickly. It was kind of 
you to call Katy when she was crying. Please do not 
think I neglect my children." 

"Oh, I do not. Such things happen in any home. 
Do come in a minute. I want to ask you if Katy can 
come again. She's a dear child. We had such a good 
time together. If you have any more errands like this 
today, let Katy stay with me, and then I can feel 
I'm helping a little. I get hungry for children's com- 
pany. My own sons and daughter are married. I have 
two tiny grandchildren, but they live on the West 
Coast, and I've seen them only twice." 

That night Mrs. Bayne lay down on her pillow 
with a feeling of awe. "He said it was a simple rule 
and the only erne that would work, and he knew. 
No one could have made me believe last week that 
I'd actually like and admire Mrs. Lenski. God for- 
give me for the snobbish, critical mind that thought 
she was an inferior person." 

She did not think of the roosters as she fell 
asleep. They were "singing their song" in the mom- 
ing when she awoke, but she had had a good night's 
sleep. 

Doctor Houston was not there to glance into Mrs. 
Bayne's living room on a Saturday some three months 
later. If he had been, he would merely have nodded 
and said, "That's just what was to be expected/* He 
heard about it later on. 
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One of the boys lay on the floor reading "Cap- 
tains Courageous." The boys had discovered the 
bookshelf that held boys' books, and they were mak- 
ing use of it. The other boy was drawing a diagram 
of the stool he meant to make with Mr. Bayne's aid 
in the garage workshop. Katy was sewing together 
blocks for a quilt for Waifs bed. She was sure he 
would need a quilt when the weather turned cold. 
Waif dozed at Katy's feet. Mrs. Bayne read her 
magazine before the fire. 

There was a tap at the door, and Mrs. Lenski 
came in. 

"You boys must go over home and help Uncle 
Steve get his chickens packed into crates." Then to 
Mrs. Bayne she explained: "My husband's brother 
bought a farm last spring, but he couldn't get pos- 
session until now. He'd bought a lot of chickens, and 
we kept them for him until he could go on the farm. 
He lived in an apartment in the city, and he couldn't 
very well take care of a hundred chickens. I'm glad 
they're going. They've been quite a care. Then the 
roosters are so noisy. I hope they haven't disturbed 
you too much." 

"No, I've hardly noticed them," said Mrs. Bayne 
with a smile. But behind the smile she was bubbling 
over with laughter* 

"It's all in the state of mind," she thought, 
"whether they're making an awful racket or sing- 
ing." 
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f* I "^ HE young man who entered the study walked 
I with a limp, but his shoulders were up, his car- 
, i ., riagegood. 

"He's not the giving-up kind," thought Doctor 
Houston. "He'll do his best with what he has left" 

But when the visitor sat down facing him, the 
Doctor could see the naked pain in his eyes, and he 
knew there was more to deal with than a crippled leg. 

"You see I am lame," the boy said. "A crippled 
leg from Iwo Jima. The doctors have done their best 
for that. But I'm crippled in another way that I guess 
you don't see " His voice trailed off. 

"I suspected it/' said the Doctor gently. "I hope 
I can point you to the one Healer for both kinds of 
lameness. The boy who was like a son to me did not 
come back. For his sake I owe something special to 
all those boys who ventured with him. If you want 
to tell me the story of the other lameness, I'll ask 
God to give me the counsel that will help you. I 
know He wants to help you. He would have you free 
from anything that cripples you." 

'Doctor Houston, you make it easy for a fellow. 
I hope you won't think I'm a complete heel when I 
tell you. I do want to get rid of that" 

'Til not think you're a heel There's no man of 
my age who cannot look back over his life and see 
where he has been as foolish or as bad as almost any 
boy he knows." 

60 
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'Til bet you never did this. I'm not going to tell 
you of the crazy things I've done. I'm through with 
them. I don't want to do them any more. But this 
thing I don't want to give it up, and I know I must 
It's hurting me now. I don't know much, but I know 
that much. Can you tell me how to get rid of hate?" 
* Yes, I think so, though not in one sentence so 
that it would be dear. You hate someone, and you 
want to keep on hating him. Yet you know that the 
hating is hurting you more than it is him. You know 
it is not the right way. Since you have ordinary good 
sense you do not want to spoil your own life, to injure 
your business and social contacts. You want to cast 
your pet hate overboard, not because you want to 
spare the other fellow but to make life better for 
yourself. Have I stated the case fairly?" 

Bruce was smiling. "Yes, sir, that's the case. 
When you put it in words, it makes me out a selfish 
guy all right, but I have got a little past that I don't 
want to beat up the chap any more, and if I had the 
power I wouldn't wish any terrible thing on him or 
his. But if something did happen to him I'd say, 
'Serves him right/ I was brought up in a good home. 
My parents are the very best My mother taught me 
what what Jesus said about loving your enemies. 
But I can't do that Isn't there some way to get rid 
of hate without pretending to love a fellow who's 
done you harm?" 

The Doctor was smiling too. "As you've suspect- 
ed, it's no good pretending. Jesus Christ knew what 
He was talking about when He told us the ooly way 
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to get rid of blighting hate in our own life. But it 
isn't so tough as it looks at first glance. When Jesus 
said, 'Love your enemies/ we do not gather that He 
was bidding us feel toward them as we do toward 
our beloved family and friends, the little group God 
has given us out of all the world for our special 
love and care. 

"From all of Jesus Christ's teaching we learn that 
we are to have good will, and by good will I do not 
mean any namby-pamby feeling by which we say 
we forgive everyone and have good will toward 
everyone while all the time we are feeling no con- 
cern inside. We've just dismissed them as not worth 
our attention. We send them no evil thoughts 
no, we send them no thoughts at all. Is that the 
way you feel toward this fellow?" 

"Yes, sort of 'don't-give-a-damn.' I wouldn't hurt 
him, but I wouldn't lift a hand to help him either." 

"Just so. But that isn't what Jesus meant by Chris- 
tian love good will. He showed us what He meaat 
by the things He taugjht and did. He had power for 
all good. For whom did He use it? For His family, 
for the ones who appreciated Him and helped Him, 
tot His apostles? No, for everyone, for saints and 
sinners especially for sinners for tie grateful and 
understanding, and for those who didn't even say 
thank you. He forgave the men who inflicted upon 
Him dhose last bodily torments. Jesus' good will 
was not a soft, neutral thing. It was always strong 
and positive, always active. So, you see, if you are 
going to make all your life whole, you'll have to do 
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more than just dismiss the other fellow as beneath 
your notice; you'll have to do something about him. 
That is the only way to get whole and free." 

Brace's eyes were downcast "I guess that is 
just too much for me. I can't; I just can't see myself 
doing anything for him." 

"If you saw him fall helpless on the tracks, 
you'd pull him out of the way of the approaching 
train ?" 

"Well, I guess maybe I would at that, maybe be- 
cause I'd hate to see the mess when he was run over. 
And I might be thinking, 1 hope this makes you feel 
small enough to hide in a rat hole, you dirty double- 
crosser/ " 

"All right, you've saved him, still despising him. 
Now let me remind you of something else we learned 
from Jesus. He took men and women just as tibey 
were when they came to Him. If they were bad, He 
didn't pretend they were nke people when they were 
adulterers, liars, thieves. He took them just as they 
were. He knew that when they had turned to Him 
they desired to give up that old barren life. He 
looked to see what was good in them, what heritage 
they could realize as children of God, and He started 
them out with that. And they set their feet on the 
way. 

"Who knows what old habits tempted them, 
what failures they had. But sure of His abiding pres- 
ence, they did keep on, adding a little gain day by 
day. Look at Peter, whom He chose. We'd say he was 
pretty poor stuff, a waverer, a liar, favoring tbe 
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violent way, so wedded to the old law that he didn't 
think the Gentiles were worth saving unless they 
would first become Jews. But that kind of man, walk- 
ing with Jesus, became Peter the Rock. Jesus Christ is 
still working that miracle of transformation. Hell 
take you with what you have and guide you to the 
place where you can cast hate overboard, as you say. 

"Why, the best saint living hasn't come all the 
way. We all go on with what we have. If we just 
have die desire to go on where He leads us, we are 
OQ His way. Change may come a little bit at a time or 
quite suddenly. My experience has shown me it's us- 
ually little by little. After a while we wake up to the 
fact that hate is gone, or fear or indolence or what- 
ever it was that had dogged our footsteps. There is 
ooe thing that will help you greatly: If you come 
to the point where you can do something for the one 
who injured you, you will come out free/' 

"I don't see how I could ever do anything for 
him; he wouldn't let me any more than Fd accept 
a favor from him. I'd have to sneak around him to 
doit." 

The Doctor nodded. "Yes, you'd better sneak 
around him as you suggest The working of your 
good will is better in secret. If you do the land thing 
for reward or effect or to make the other fellow feel 
small, it loses its divine value. You see, I've assumed 
that you want to go Christ's way, that you want to 
get rid of that corroding acid of hate in you/' 

"I do, but it's going to be a tough job. Want to 
know what he did ?" 
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"Only if it will help to unburden your mind in 
telling it" 

Bruce grinned. "You aren't very curious, are you? 
I guess I'd better say out loud once what I'm saying 
inside over and over. While I was out in that man- 
made hell in the South Pacific, he married the girl I 
thought would be waiting for me, and he wormed 
his way into the job I expected to fill when I got back. 
The company had switched to war work, so he knew 
he wouldn't be taken in the draft Maybe they 
thought I'd die when I got this" he touched his 
knee "and must have been disappointed when I 
turned up in town." 

"Let me give you a bit of prophecy, lad. You 
won't believe it now, and it will be no comfort to 
you, but it's true: the girl who didn't wait for you is 
not your mate. You might have found it out too late 
if you had married her, and you'll get a better job 
than the one taken from you." 

The prophecy wasn't any comfort, for Bruce said 
resentfully, "Nice girls aren't standing around on 
every corner, and they're not handing out good jobs 
on a silver platter." 

"You're right. I didn't mean that God wotild 
hand you something extra as we might give caady to 
a disappointed little boy. You'll have to get out and 
hustle for the job and the girl. But they'll be worth 
it, and you'll get them. Ten years from now no, five 
I'll say: Wasn't I right?' and I'll crow over you a 
bit. 

"The apostle Paul had a word to say about God's 
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gifts: *Now unto Htm that is able to do exceeding 
abundantly above all that we ask or think, according 

to the power that worketh in us ' A good many 

readers stop when they get to the point of God's 
gifts being above all that we ask and think. They sit 
back with folded hands and wait for God to drop 
gifts from a heavenly Christmas tree. They do not 
read the rest to see how God gives these great gifts: 
according to the power by which He works through 
us. We have to do our part, else we do not come into 
the abundance God gives." 

"I'm glad you said that. It clears things up. I 
guess I have been asking God to take away the hate 
in some mysterious way, and there's something I'll 
have to do. I understand that; it looks reasonable. 
I'm going to try it." 

"You won't be alone, my boy. Ill be praying for 
you, as I fcaow your parents are doing. Better than 
that, there is One who walks with you every step 
of the way and understands, because He has borne 
our sorrows." 

In the six months that followed, Doctor Houston 
thought often of Bruce Hallet. One afternoon in 
midwinter an excited voice spoke to him over the 
telephone. "Can I come and see you, Doctor Hous- 
too? I've got great news/* The response was a warm 
invitation to come. 

It was a changed young man who came in to see 
Doctor Houston that evening. The eyes that looked 
into his were no longer sick and resentful. 
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"It came/' he said, "and it's secret. He'll aerer 
know. But you forgot to tell me that God fixes up 
a chance for you if you really want it 

"About a month ago you may have heard that 
the Corbin Company dosed up. That's where I had 
my first job. They won't open again; they're done. 
They went into war work and then shifted back 
again, but business didn't pick up. That's where be 
was working." (Doctor Houston had noticed that 
Bruce never spoke the name of the other man, and 
he respected him for that.) 

"When I first heard it I was glad, yes, really glad, 
not only that I had got out in time bat also because 
he had no job after all his scheming to get mine. I 
honestly tried to get rid of that feeling. I I prayed 
about it, but it kept cropping up at times. I'd wonder 
how he was making out, and I'd be glad all over 
again that I was with a company that wasn't likely 
to fold up. Once it came over me that I wouldn't 
have been there but for him. I actually had seme- 
thing to thank him for, though he sure hadn't meant 
it that way. 

"Last Monday I went into the filing room behind 
the boss's office. I had to check up on some estimates, 
I was standing behind a cabinet making some notes* 
and I couldn't be seen from the office, though the 
boss knew I was there. I heard him say to the girl, 
'Send him in/ and he came in. He was looking for 
a job. I couldn't get out without walking right past 
them after the interview began. It seemed the ooly 
thing to do was to go OG with my notes. Bol I 
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couldn't help hearing most of the conversation be- 
tween the two men. 

"He was telling his qualifications, and they added 
up to a pretty good list I knew it was all true. He'd 
be a good man in the job he was asking for, and 
someway I began to hope he'd get it He needed a job. 
He had a home and a wife and twin babies to look 
out for, and he looked as if he needed the job. Do 
you know how it is with a fellow who needs it and 
has been turned down a good many times? He 
doesn't exactly beg for a chance, but there's some- 
thing about his looks and voice 

'The boss said he'd let him know, and he went 
out looking sort of down. When the boss says that, 
there's an even chance that he means no. 

"Then I knew what I wanted to do. I was going 
to help him get that job I wanted to, I was thrilled 
when I realized that I knew there was something 
working in me that was bigger than I was. When I 
was through with my notes, I went out into the office. 
The boss was still there. I asked him if he could spare 
me a few minutes. He said yes. So I told Him a few 
things I knew about the fellow who had just left. 

'There was one thing that I thought might count 
for a lot maybe it did. Anyway the boss told me 
this morning that he was giving my friend the job. 
My friend! Can you figure that! And I said, 'Will you 
do me a favor, sir? Don't tell him I said anything 
about him. I wouldn't want him to feel under obliga- 
tion/ So you see, Doctor Houston, he'll never know 
anything about it I'm glad he's coming to work next 
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Monday, and I know he'll do well, and I don't hate 
him any more at all." 

Doctor Houston's handclasp was warm. "You're 
coming along, young fellow. I expect to see you do- 
ing something with your life/' 

Bruce smiled back into the eyes of the man who, 
he felt sure, understood his problems. 

"And," the Doctor went on, "the next time I talk 
about throwing hate or some other undesirable cargo 
overboard, 111 remember that God will arrange the 
right opportunity if only you really mean you want 
it. Thank you for calling that to my mind." 

"About the other thing you said about the girl 
I'm beginning to think there may be something in 
that" 

"There's just one thing that could make you be- 
lieve that," said the Doctor. 

"You are right, sir. You know, we hardheaded 
chaps have to have a thing demonstrated before us 
in black and white before we can take it in. But once 
we get it, it's for keeps. Did I say thank you? I mean 
it, sir. What you told me showed me the true pk- 
ture and helped me to get straight." 

"All you've said to me tonight has expressed your 
thanks in a way that makes my heart warmer. I shall 
be a better friend to all who approach me for hav- 
ing heard this story." 

As Doctor Houston heard Bruce's quick steps 
go down the walk, he made another prayer. "God 
bless you, son, in all your ways." 
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DOCTOR Houston, pausing before he stepped 
into his study, saw that the two persons who 
waited were mother and daughter. They 
were ill at ease. The mother was the dominating type, 
and the daughter, still ruled by her, would match her 
soon. The mother was still young. She was one of 
those women who keep interested in life and never 
think of age, so years had left few marks upon her. 

When the Doctor greeted them, Mrs. Rollins 
came to the point at once. 

"I know you are a busy man, and we'll not take 
up much of your time." Here was the business- 
woman speaking crisply. 

"There's plenty of time," said the Doctor. He 
never hurried 

She went on: "There's no reason why you should 
grre us your time. But we've heard about you that 
you give advke to people who find themselves in 
such an impasse as we find ourselves in." 

Doctor Houston smiled. "Rather we consider 
problems together and then ask advice of the One 
who really faiows." 

"You mean you ask God? Well, I have done so 
already, and it doesn't do any good. But I want to 
tell you our story. 

"I was widowed when the children were small, 
and I went back into business. My mother came to 
lode after my home and the children. My husband 
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left some capital, and I started a gift shop. I did 
well with it. We had a good living, and I educated 
the children. Dorothy here is now in her freshman 
year at the university. 

"Then suddenly misfortune struck me. My son 
was killed in an automobile accident. My elder 
daughter eloped with a worthless playboy. I was sent 
to tie hospital for a critical operation, and had a 
slow, expensive convalescence. I had to sell my busi- 
ness, for which I could no longer care, in order to 
raise money to pay the huge bills. Now I am well 
but almost penniless, and I am unable to get a job. 

"I've tried every possible place. No matter how 
competent I am, there are no jobs for a woman of my 
age. I've rented our house. It brings us a litde in- 
come, enough to keep Dorothy in schooL At my 
sister-in-law's earnest invitation, I went to live with 
her and her family. I pay her enough so that she has 
no added expense for Dorothy and me, and I help 
about the house. But we seem always at cross-ptir- 
poses. We used to like each other, but if things do 
not change, we shall end by hating each other. It's 
hard on Dorothy. She really has no home/* 

"Don't consider me, Mother; I can take it," said 
Dorothy firmly. 

"It seemed such an ideal arrangement when we 
planned it," Mrs. Rollins went OQ. "Can yo*i tfrinlr 
what made it all go wrong?" 

"Yes, I think I can," said Doctor Houston. 

She hurried on trying to get all her hurt ex- 
plained: 
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"Why does a Father allow such things to happen 
to His children? It doesn't make us better but worse. 
I'm filled with resentment and doubt Are all those 
promises in the Bible just the airy dreams of His 
disciples, something they hoped might come true? 
I've been a Christian all my life. I know people who 
are certainly worse than I am, yet they seem to have 
good luck where I have bad. 

"My son he'd just graduated from the uni- 
versity, There was a good job waiting for him. He 
was killed by a drunken driver who crashed into him 
at an intersection. Why did that wretched drunkard 
.come through without a scratch and my son die? 

"And Pamela! Any parent would expect her to 
make a good life for herself, and she ran away with 
this worthless boy. I don't know where she is and 
don't care much. She'll be back when she sees what 
a wreck she's made of her life* 

'"Then my illness! Why did that happen? Does 
God want us to be feeble and poverty stricken when 
we've tried to hold up our heads in self-respect? A 
minister told me that was the way God makes saints. 
I don't want to be a saint, but just an ordinary woman 
living in conditions that do not tear down my self- 
respect But my prayers have been flung back un- 
answered." 

She stopped a mocoent 

"I did not mean to be so emphatic But now you 
see my problem- Do you think there is anything to be 
done?" 

Doctor Houston answered slowly: *Td like you 
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to leave this region of struggle and confusion into 
which you have wandered and come with me to a 
higher place, where you can hear and see God's 
eternal yes to every prayer that has in it 'Thy will be 
done/ " 

"I can't say that I will not act like a beaten 
creature and whimper meekly, "Thy will be dooe/ 
when His will for me is only failure." 

"Have you never considered that God, being 
all-good, can have only good will? The one thing 
of all others that could not be in His will is to have 
one of His children a failure, a creature grimly en- 
during a frustrated life." 

"You mean God's will to me is good?" 

"It couldn't be anything else." 

"Well, it doesn't look like it" 

"That's because you are in a low place of life. 
I am asking you to come with me and see," She sat 
turning that over in her nrnmi 

"Very well," said Mrs. RoUins at length, "Tdl 
me where I am wrong and what I ought to do now. 
I'll truly try to follow to that higher place." 

"That's too large an order," said the Doctor. 
"You are the only one who can ask those questjoos 
of God and get the right answers, I can otiiy help 
to direct you to the way. And since you've asked my 
opinion, here it is: 

"Perhaps you were wrong when you went to live 
with your sister-in-kw. In our present imperfect 
state of civilization and Christianizatioo, it seems 
that two women who have been at the head of homes 
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o their own often cannot live in the same house 
happily. Perhaps some exalted characters can do it, 
bat evidently you and your sister cannot Two exalted 
characters would live in peace and mutual love even 
if oae of them put the sugar bowl in the icebox and 
served lukewarm coffee. From what you tell me, it 
seems that you cannot do that Each of you has been 
telling the other how to do things. As the head of 
the home, your sister-in-law thinks she has authority 
to tell everyone else in the home just what to do and 
think about everything. Some day we shall be mature 
enough to know that every adult human being must 
make his own decisions. I'll make a guess that you 
kept telling her how to do things in better and more 
efficient ways, and she didn't like it, and told you 
something about good manners in her home." 

"I " began Mrs. Rollins. 

"You did, Mother," said Dorothy. "You think 
Aunt Laura frightfully inefficient, and you were al- 
ways suggesting bow she could manage better." 

"But, Doctor Houston, do you mean that when 
a woman sees persons who are inefficient, she 
shouldn't speak to them about it? I should tfimlr 
showing them better ways would be helpful." 

"No. Don't tell anyone how to improve unless 
be wants to know. It doesn't do any good, does it? 
Did your sister-in-law ever change any of her in- 
efficient ways?** 

"Doctor Houston," said Dorothy, "you mustn't 
think that Mother was horrid and disagreeable. She 
wasn't, ever. And Aunt Laura sometimes was horrid, 
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and she expects far too much help from Mother. 
Why, Mother is doing practically all the cooking for 
that big family. It just can't go on. We must do 
something/' 

"Yes, I can see that," replied the Doctor, "But 
you asked what was wrong, and from certain indi- 
cations I thought that might be the trouble. You 
know whether it is or not. Certainly something must 
be done about it. Mrs. Rollins, you and Dorothy must 
have a home of your own, even if it is just octe room. 
They say Solomon considered just such a situation 
as yours when he pronounced the judgment 'Better 
is a dry morsel, and quietness therewith, than a house 
full of feasting with strife/ So you must get your 
own place, where you can have your 'morsel' with 
peace. Does that seem reasonable to you?" 

"Yes, it does," Mrs. Rollins said eagerly. "But 
how are we to do it? I told you there was little 
money. Rent and maintenance and food are just 
more than my small income will cover. And I can't 
get a job. No one wants to start an employee in an 
executive position at my age/' 

"My experience and observation confirms my be- 
lief that there is a job for you. God has a job few: 
every one of His children. He sent the job aloog 
when He sent us here." 

"Very likely there is something foe everyone to 
do. I know a dozen things to do, and some of them 
I'd like. But I have to earn mooey." 

Doctor Houston spoke firmly. 'Tfour heavenly 
Father knows that When God placed us here m 
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bodies of flesh, He knew that we should need f ood, 
shelter, clothing, education, beauty, and inspiration. 
He provided all these things not in little stingy 
portions so that if one secured them another person 
had to do without; no, He gave abundantly. There 
is more than enough to go round, and no one need 
do without 

"There's a job for you, and with good pay. Does 
it have to be an executive job, on the same pattern 
as die one you had before? Isn't there anything else 
you can do? Perhaps God wants you to do something 
entirely different. What can you do besides run 
a gift shop? You spoke of a dozen things you'd like 
to do, only you seem to think they wouldn't supply 
any money* Probably one of them will. God knows 
what you ought to do. I suggest that you ask Him 
what your job is and wait for His answer." 

"Do you mean I'm to pray and ask God to show 
me my job rigfrt now?" 

"Yes. I'll pray too. There is reassurance in know- 
ing that another is praying with us for the same 
thing. It's like clinging to a friend's hand when you 
are stumbling along a dark, unfamiliar road. You 
arc in the dark, but you need not be. When Jesus 
Christ walked among men He was saddened by the 
people who did not see and hear. 'Having eyes, see 
ye not? and having ears, hear ye not?' He said to 
them. He's gone on saying it through all the years 
since, and still we look about us and do not see. I'm 
sure what you need most is to have God illumine 
your eyes." 
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He bowed his head. In a moment Mrs. Rollins 
and Dorothy did likewise. For several minutes there 
was silence in the room. The Doctor did not utter 
his prayer aloud. He believed fully in Jesus Christ's 
suggestion that the place of prayer is a small room 
with space only for the soul that prays and God. 
When his prayer was done he waited until they 
raised their heads and looked at him. 

"Well?" he said. 

"I'm almost afraid to say this," said Mrs. Rollins, 
"but while I prayed I kept seeing something. It 
sounds wild and impossible, but the scene kept com- 
ing back to me, and it's the only thing that did. I 
could do it, and I'd like it Can it be the right thing? 
Surely God's guidance doesn't come so simply." 

"How did Jesus' teaching come? Right along 
the simple lines of the workaday life the people 
were leading, sowing the field, sweeping the house, 
tending the sheep, standing in the market place ap- 
plying for a job. I think God speaks to us now along 
the lines of our common life. So if you have had a 
word do not distrust it" 

"I'm going to tell you this. One day last week 
I went down to Dorset Street to look at an old build- 
ing I own down there. H belonged to my husband. 
It needs repairs, and I've no money to pay for them. 
But I was hoping I could find a tenant who would 
pay me a small rental and make some of the minor 
repairs himself. You know there is a huge, new fac- 
tory project being located down there, and all avail- 
able buildings are in demand. Hundreds of men 



78 Doctor Houston Speaking 

are already at work on the project. Most of them 
have been brought in from other localities. The men 
I saw were men of all ages, from youths to really 
old men. Many are either foreign-born or first-genera- 
tion Americans brought up by foreign-born parents. 

"I spoke to a young Pole. He said a number of 
his countrymen were at work there, and there's no 
place in the vicinity where they can go for a good 
meal. After I talked to the Polish boy I spent the rest 
of the noon hour walking about and looking into 
various places. Well, they were snatching a lunch 
of doubtful-looking sandwiches from a crowded lit- 
tle drugstore. I saw an equally crowded restaurant 
that looked and smelled so bad it fairly made me 
fed ill. I felt sorry for the men. It might mean a 
great deal to them to get a decent meal in decent 
surtoundings, and to have a room where they could 
sit down and rest for half an hour and look at news- 
papers and magazines. 

**Well, when I prayed just now I kept seeing that 
old building aod those men milling about the streets. 
I could open a lunchroom. I like to cook, and though 
I do say it myself, Fm pretty good at it. As for execu- 
tive ability, I'll need plenty to keep the meals good 
and reasonable in price, and fee surroundings what 
they should be. Why, I might even be able to be- 
f rieod scene of these men so that they'd be better 
Americans when this is ail over. That looks like a job 
for God, and I could make it pay me good money 
fcxx" 

Doctor Houston looked at her with a smile 
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There was a confident tone in her voice now. 

"My friend," he said, "God has showa you a 
place in which you can use your special talent in 
supplying the needs of His children. Now if you 
will continue to pray and have faith, He will show 
you the way." 

Her face clouded. "Suppose that isn't the thing 
I should do after all." 

"You believe it is, so you'll start. If God is lead- 
ing you to something else Hell tell you, and there 
will be nothing wasted because you started this 
venture. Sometimes the first thing is just the road 
to it instead of the real job. But you know now how 
to get day-by-day wisdom." 

"The family will say I'm letting them down. 
They'll think I've lost caste by becoming a restaurant 
operator in that district." 

"They'll get over it/* said the Doctor. 

Mrs. Rollins stood up to go, 

"I'm going down and get a woman in to dean 
and start getting ready in the morning." 

"Oh, Mother!" cried Dorothy. "Let me ome 
along and help!" 

"No, Dorothy," said Mrs. Rollins firmly. "You 
are going right back to school and finish your course. 
Then well talk over what you are to do." 

"You want to finish this year's work in the uni- 
versity, don't you, Dorothy?" said the Doctor geedy. 

"Yes, I suppose that would be best," she said 
hesitantly. 

Mrs. Rollins was smiling a little ruefully, "I ; 
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derstand you, Doctor," she said. "One of the things 
that I need to learn is to stop being so domineering. 
I was that way with Pamela. I told her she must stop 
seeing that boy, so she eloped with him. I suppose 
I've done it all my life. I will begin now to curb this 
fault. Dorothy, don't you think it would be better to 
finish this year's work? There are only two more 
months. Then you can help me during vacation, and 
next fall you can decide whether you want to go 
bade to school or come in with me." 

"Of course, Mother, that is the sensible thing to 
do," 

Doctor Houston watched them go with a warm 
feeling. Here was a woman who had had a vision. 
She was setting out without doubts or fears. She 
would do the job as a good workman. 

Some weeks later he visited her dining room. He 
came in one noon when the big room, bright with 
cleanliness aod flowers, was filling with customers. A 
trim waitress showed him to a table, and a little later 
Mrs. Rollins came over to him. He noted how many 
heads turned toward her with smiles and cheerful 
greetings. 

"You see sane of it," she said, "but you can't see 
all. I've made friends with many of them* With 
God's help I've been able to save sane from loneli- 
ness and despair, to counsel and direct others. I'm 
coming again to talk with you. There are some of 
them you ought to know: Peter, for instance, who 
wants to become a Christian minister and go back 



God's Eternal Yes 81 

to Poland; Jan, who is a real musician; Anton, who 
is an inventor/' 

She was called away before she could say more. 

Doctor Houston mused, "She is a light in the 
dark to these groping people. When anyone takes 
God's hand and goes forth in His way, it is always 
like this." 
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tt-|- T*S GOOD of you to see me, Doctor Houston, 1 ' 

I the visitor began. "I need an answer to a 
JL <juestkm. A friend told me about you. He 
said if anyone could answer it you could. So, here I 
am." 

The Doctor smiled encouragingly. "Perhaps we 
can examine the question together and come to the 
one place where we can find sure answers. I am no 
sage. I cannot confront an oracle with the world's 
problems, and get an instant answer for each. But I 
have faith in the Source of wisdom that is open to 
all. God does not want His children to grope and 
stumble down blind paths. He bids us stand up and 
walk confidently as His children and heirs here on 
earth. He does not promise easy paths they may 
be very difficult but He does promise us strength 
to go OQ our way." 

The visitor looked at the Doctor doubtfully. He 
was not sure what all this meant It was different 
from the "yes" and "no" he had been hearing from 
those he had approached. But after a moment's 
pause he decided to continue. 

"I have to go bade to my boyhood to make my 
story dear. I always liked machinery. When I was 
sixteen, with another boy my own age I bought an 
old wreck of a motor car. We put it in our bam 
and went to work to make a new car out of it We 
took it all apart, then we went to a junk yard and 
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bought parts to replace those that were worn out We 
put a car together. We even painted it And oh, what 
a thrill when the engine purred, and the car our 
car that we had made ran. We had great fun driv- 
ing out on the country roads, and going up to Hunter 
Lake when we wanted to. 

"My parents hoped that that venture would 
satisfy my desire for experimenting with machinery. 
My mother deplored my grease-grimed hands. My 
parents wanted me to have a better job than that 
of auto mechanic. 

"I skip the many arguments, for our success in 
building the car had only whetted my appetite to 
work with machinery. I finished high school aod 
went on to college. 

"Now, approaching middle age, I have a good 
job, a job where I need not get dirty hands. I'm in 
a printing plant I help to design and make layouts 
for advertising printing. My employers must think 
that I do reasonably well in it; at least Tve not been 
fired." He grinned, and went on. "Actually it's a job 
for life if I want to keep it, but I know that that job 
and I have never fitted each other. 

'Three months ago I got a vague glimpse of tibe 

sibility of getting die thing I truly want It would 
be a venture. There's nothing sure about its success, 
but I just feel certain I could swing it It's a run-down 
garage in a good location. The owner wants to sell 
it Maybe he's in the wrong job, as I am. He can't 
make a go of it I could. I haven't much money saved, 
but maybe I could get enough together to mafae a 
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down payment The question I need answered is: 
Am I justified in leaving the sure thing for the ven- 
ture? 

"I have prayed to God about it, but I don't get 
any kind of an answer. What is wrong with my 
prayers? If we believe the Bible at all, we must be- 
lieve Jesus said we would get what we prayed for. 
But so far I've prayed and nothing has happened. Is 
God angry with me? What must I do to win His 
favor? 

''I'm a pretty good church member. I go to church 
every Sunday. I give my share of money to carry on 
religious work, and I help with that work. I do not 
drink, nor do I gamble. I never cheated anyone. 
There is more than one church member that can't 
say that much. But I get no response to my prayers, 
no indication as to whether I should buy, no opening 
to get the money Til need, no one to go in partner- 
ship with me. If I got either the money or the partner 
I would take it as a sign that I should buy. What else 
can I do? Will someone else's prayers be worth more 
than mine?" 

Doctor Houston, listening, thought of another 
man who once stood and prayed "with himself" 
to this effect: "Lord, I'm a pretty good fellow. I go 
to worship every Sabbath, I give a proper share of 
money for good works, I haven't any bad habits, I be- 
long to the respectable part of my community. Lord, 
I thank Tbee that I am so good, that I am not as 
other men are, and especially that I am not like that 
miserable riffraff standing to pray over there." 
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But the man who stood to pray, humbly confess- 
ing his lacks and needs, went down to his house 
justified by whom? Not by any man, but by God. 
The self-righteous Pharisee remained as he was, and 
perhaps later complained because his prayers were 
not answered, and asked why God did not take ac- 
count of his good behavior and reward him accord- 
ingly. 

Though Doctor Houston had never before talked 
with Jim Worley, he knew something about him, and 
could slant his comment toward the real need. 

"Did you marry for money?" he asked. 

The visitor looked at him, startled by such a 
seemingly unrelated question. "I should say not! 
The girl I married didn't have any money, and she 
didn't marry me for money either. We had no well- 
to-do families to give us a big wedding. We were 
married in the quietest way possible, no guests^ no 
gifts, no wedding supper, not even a honeymoon 
trip. I just moved into her little apartment, and we 
hardly had enough between us for the next week's 
expenses." He chuckled as if the memory were dear* 
"We came as near living on 'bread and cheese aad 
kisses' as any newly married pair ever did. I'd like 
to go through those days again." 

Doctor Houston liked that speech, and the speaker. 
Such a man would be able to come to the light 

"Then I take it you married that partkrdar giri 
because you loved her unselfishly. You wanted to 
spend your life with her, to do things for her, to try 
to make her happy." 
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"Yes; and don't forget that our marriage wasn't 
one-sided. She wanted to do things for me. All that 
I've done I owe to her encouragement and help. She 
never fussed when there wasn't enough money; she 
just planned to do with less. 

"Doctor Houston," he went on earnestly, "it is 
because of her and the children that I want this pos- 
sible opportunity. It's for better living in all ways. It 
would be my own business, and I could use what 
ideas I have for its advancement. I've prayed and 
prayed about it There's not a ray of hope. Doesn't 
God want us to have this opportunity? I may not de- 
serve this, but she does. If you know how to get 
prayers answered, will you help us?" 

Doctor Houston had been moved to wonder 
many times at the strange notions about prayer that 
some people had evolved. To his straightforward 
mind, Jesus Christ's teaching about prayer seemed 
simple. He tried to lead Jim Worley's mind along a 
liae of understanding. 

"You and the girl you chose were in love, and 
mm after years of marriage you are still in love. That 
indicates that yours is one of the marriages made in 
heaven that endure. But let us suppose for a moment 
that you married for mooey. You would take what 
money you could get from your wife, and because 
you are a decent man, standing by your obligations, 
you would try to do your duty. You would take her 
out when you ougfct, and when you were together in 
company you would neglect none of the courtesies 
you owe her. But you would not have her in your 
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mind every hour of the day. You would not be think- 
ing how your actions would affect her. You would 
not be spending all the time you could with her. And, 
I venture to add, both of you would be very unhappy. 
This, though you had got out of the marriage just 
what you tried to get." 

"Yes," admitted Worley unwillingly. 

"In fact, such a marriage would not be a marriage 
at all, just a cheap, false imitation of that happy 
state." 

"Yes, but our marriage isn't like that" 

"Yet that is the kind of relation into which you 
want to enter with God. You want His money, not 
His love. Have you ever tried to live in love with 
God, to join your will with His, to consider every 
act, every word, every thought to be ia accord with 
that perfect will? That is when prayers are an- 
swered." 

"Look, Doctor Houston, I cannot go along with 
that sort of stuff. I want something practical, some- 
thing that is good common sense. I'm not a saint, nor 
a visionary. I can't sit around meditating. That's not 
natural for me. I want to know what to do." 

"In your business, do you start out OQ some new 
project without stopping first to think seriously about 
it, to weigh the pros and cons, and see how it is likely 
to turn out?" 

"Well no." 

"You think about it first That's what meditating 
is just thinking things out You may be 



about a sales campaign, or the progress that your 
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soul is making. Either one needs thinking about/* 

"But just to sit down and think about re- 
ligion I'm not a religious person. I guess you see 

this. I'm a practical fellow." 

"But Jesus Christ's teaching is practical. He came 
into the world to teach truth and beauty and love. He 
did not make it so mysterious that only a certain kind 
of people, those whom we call saints, could under- 
stand. How often He said in different ways that His 
gospel of salvation was for all men of every race 
and thought! He Himself set us the example by liv- 
ing and serving in simple ways. He is not calling you 
to anything foreign to your nature. You know what 
that means; you love and wish to serve your family. 
That love of yours is a part of the great pattern of 
love. Jesus Christ wills to love and serve His family. 
Are you going to shut Him out? He asks you to ad- 
mit Him and His love, and then you cannot help 
loving Him in return." 

"You make it sound so so sensible. I've never 
thought of Him like that" 

"Of course it is sensible the only sensible way 
of life. It's practical it works. Anyone who has 
ever given His Vay a trial will tell you that. Would 
you like to try it before you come again with your 
begging prayer? YouVe been acting like a stranger 
asking a favor of some indifferent king. And all the 
time God is saying to you: t Come home, My child, 
aod share in the riches of your Father's house/ With 
ail His immeasurable love poured upon you, you say 
you do not know Him, and do not want to know Him. 
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"Today when you pray, do not ask God for any 
gifts. Just say, 'Father, I want to know You!' Then 
wait in silence before Him. Something will happen 
that may astonish you. Will you try it?" 

Worley waited longer this time before replying, 
"Yes, I guess I'd better try some other way. But 
but I guess I'm scared. This opportunity isn't going 
to be open very long, and it seems just made for me. 
I feel as if I ought to be doing something so I won't 
miss it." 

"If it is your opportunity, just made for you, you 
won't lose it. Don't you think your Father wants you 
to do well, just as you will want your sons to do wdl 
when they start out? He is not going to shut you out 
from your real opportunity." 

"You make it sound so so well, not exactly 
easy, but as if a fellow could do it when he budded 
down to the job." 

"You're right. It is not easy. I would not mafae 
the right way to your desires seem like a path of 
roses, with no obstacles to encounter. There is noth- 
ing worth while that may be gained without our 
sincere, earnest effort. Are you shrinking back from 
the job you desire because you will have to work 
harder than you ever did before? I can see you ate 
not You long to undertake the hard work, to give 
it the best you have in you. Very wdl. Start now, se- 
cure in the faith that what is yours cannot be taken 
from you." 

The man had come in subdued and coofused, but 
at the same time boastful of his deserving. Now be 
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tried to rally his mind to take in what he could of 
the lesson before him and to correct his first error. 

"I see now that I don't deserve anything," he 
said. "I've been shying away from God. Yes, I've 
been afraid of Him and what He might do to me. 
It's hard for me to believe He wants to give me any- 
thing. I'm trying to take that in. Yes, I do want to 
make the venture, and see if I can know Him, and be 
fit to receive what He gives me/' 

Doctor Houston spoke with emphasis. "My 
friend, you have spoken twice about deserving. It is 
a worthy aim to want to be deserving of what we 
ask of life, of God. But remember, we do not re- 
ceive because we deserve, but because He loves us. 
He is our Father, we are His children. He wants us 
to come home and know Him no matter how far we 
fall short of deserving. We are to love and trust. 
Then we may hold out the empty vessels of our de- 
sires, and know that He will fill them. But how can 
we ask anything of Him while we are strangers to 
Him? We would be like beggars standing in the 
street, and holding out a tin cup in the hope that 
coins might be dropped in. Try to know this in your 
heart, not simply to say it: We are children of God, 
and we may share in the riches of our Father's 
house." 

There was silence in the room. The Presence 
filled the place as the two opened their hearts to re- 
ceive. Then Worley spoke. 

"I thank you more than I can say. God has sent 
me a message through your words. Never before 
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have I felt that God is my Father, that He loves me 
with a father's love, that He wants me to have the 
things that will make a useful and happy life, I'll 
never forget. When things seem hard I will know 
He is there with me, and I'll turn to Him and ask 
what I'm to do. I do feel that I ought to find a way 
to raise the money to buy this business, that this is 
really my opportunity. You'll pray with me, won't 
you, Doctor Houston? I'll tell Amy about it, and 
we'll both be praying. You see, I fed that I need help 
from the human side too/' 

"We all do. Perhaps that is why Jesus Christ 
spoke of two or more praying together. They are 
strengthening each other's faith in God." 

Doctor Houston thought of Jim Worley every 
day. He never forgot anyone who appealed to Him 
for counsel. 

One evening there was a telephone message. 

"Doctor Houston," the words came rapidly, "A 
most wonderful thing has happened. No, not the 
thing I talked to you about, liiat just sort of faded 
away, but someway I knew it was all right I dida't 
seem to care at all. That wasn't my job, and I'm 
helping my old comrade that helped me build the 
car to get this opening. 

f< You see, I've got a job, my own job. It's some- 
thing so much better I can hardly believe it yet, bat 
I've started so I guess it's real and not just a dream. 
The money is coming from a source I never thought 
of. 



92 Doctor Houston Speaking 

"A man who knows me well is going abroad on 
government service. He has a garage and sales 
agency, and a dozen employees. He's taking me into 
partnership with him, so I can run the business for 
both of us until he comes back. He's the kind of fel- 
low I'd have chosen for a partner if I'd had my 
choice of all the people I know. He trusts me. He 
knows I can hold the business and make it grow. 
Can you beat that?" 

"No," said Doctor Houston laughing, "but I can 
equal it. I, too, believe you can make good. And 
God believes it" 

"Wbrley's voice was slow and deep now. "Yes, 
God believes in me, and I believe in Him. I never 
forget my Senior Partner. I never shall." 
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THE VOICE over the telephone said: "You do 
not know me. I am Mrs. Carrol Holt May I 
have an appointment to talk with you?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Holt." Doctor Houston spoke with 
warm assurance. 

"You know about me? Do you think there is any- 
thing to say to me?" 

"Yes, I know about you. Yes, there is something 
to say.* 1 

But after he had hung up the receiver, he began 
to wonder just what there was to say that would 
not sound like empty platitudes to this woman who 
stood amid the complete wreckage of what had been 
a happy life. 

"Now, Father, give me Your word to speak," he 
prayed. "There is no other word that I would dare 
to offer at this time." 

When Mrs. Holt came to the study next day, 
Doctor Houston saw a woman who looked as if 
all hope had departed, as if life itself hung by a 
trembling thread. She was smartly dressed, and she 
must have been lovely a short time ago. Now her 
eyes were dark pools of misery. She was thin to the 
point of emaciation. When she sat down, she leaned 
back in the chair. Her hands were motionless in her 
lap. One wondered if she would be able to rise again, 
She was past the place where she fretted or protested 
against the catastrophe. 
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"You know my story, Doctor Houston?" 

"Yes, Mrs. Holt." 

"You know the outside, what was published in 
the newspaper. I haven't told anyone the inside story. 
I'd like to tell it to you. The doctor my aunt called 
said it would be good for me to talk it out. But I 
couldn't tell him, nor Aunt Deborah, though she has 
been very kind. I think I could tell you. You must 
have heard many sad stories. Do you have a set form 
of advice to give to those who have wrecked their 
lives hopelessly?" 

"I have no 'form' answers. Everyone who comes 
to me is an individual child of God, one of the great 
family to which I belong, dear to the heart of the 
Father and therefore to me." 

"What an unusual thought. Yes, I can tell you 
the story. 

"I eloped with Jerry when I was seventeen and 
he was just twenty-one. We were madly in love; we 
couldn't heed the wise older people who kept saying, 
'Wait.* We knew we had to be together; and we 
were happy for a good many years. Jerry didn't turn 
out to be a very good businessman. He kept changing 
from one job to another. But he was bright and had 
good connections, and we had enough. We had two 
children. We were very proud of them, and I thougjit 
Jerry loved them, but looking back now, I'm not so 
sure. He never spent much time with them, but he 
would say he was not the domestic type of man, and 
I accepted the explanation. 

"Eight years ago my aunt Ruth, who had brought 
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me up, left me a good-sized legacy. Jerry had several 
plans for the money that would double it in a short 
time, but I wanted a home. Perhaps that was where 
we drifted apart. Jerry didn't care for a home at all; 
he preferred to rent an apartment, because there was 
no responsibility. But I wanted a home more than 
any other possession. 

"At length I found one, as you know, in Forest 
Hills. It was a lovely place. It seemed to fulfill all my 
dreams. The children were wild about it, and they 
were nearing the age when I wanted them to have 
the background of a pleasant home. Jerry liked it 
when he saw it, though he still said we ought to in- 
vest the money, and we'd soon be rich and could buy 
an even finer home. But I wanted that one, so we 
bought it 

"I'm not a businesswoman. I signed some papers 
Jerry brought to me. I haven't an idea what they 
were. I turned all of the cash from my legacy over to 
Jerry. I wanted the home to be ours free of any en- 
cumbrances, and there was enough to pay for it We 
moved in. We all enjoyed it very much. The children 
brought their friends there in the years when they 
were growing up. Kathleen was married there two 
years ago. She went to live in California to be near 
her husband. Jerry, Jr., is just out of the navy. He 
likes the Far West, too, and is going to college in 
California. I am glad they are so far frooa all this. 

"Jerry and I must have been growing apart after 
the children were gooe. He was seldom at home 
evenings. He didn't care for our circle of friends any 
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more. He said they were old and stodgy. He stopped 
going to church with me. 

"A month ago a rough-looking man came to my 
door, thrust a paper at me, and left. It was a notice 
that the mortgage on my home had been foreclosed 
and the place would be sold at auction in a few days. 
I hadn't even known there was a mortgage! I called 
up Jerry. He assured me he would explain every- 
thing when he came home. He asked if some of 
my 'rich relatives' couldn't buy in the home for me. 
He never came back. He left the city that night with 
'the other woman/ I have not heard from hum. I do 
not know where they are. 

"I put my furniture in storage, and Aunt 
Deborah invited me to stay with her. Though she is 
very kind I can't spend my life there as a pensioner. 
I must make some plans for getting work, taking 
care of myself, making a new kind of life. But my 
mind seems dead. I can't plan. I can't even care about 
things. Here I am at an age when home-keeping 
women find their lives settled in order, and I am 
adrift Of course, Kathleen has written and asked 
me to make my home with them, but it is unthinkable 
to take this sorry wreckage of life into her happy 
new home. 

"I have a fixed income of about five hundred dol- 
lars a year. I have no skill, no special gifts. I suppose 
soon I shall have no friends. I have nothing to give 
them, and I can't bear their pitying kindness. If I 
were that kind of person, I should take a few extra 
sleeping pills tonigfct and solve the problem quickly. 



No Empty Heart 97 

But I can't do ihat. Jerry used to say I was too well 
balanced. He didn't like that He would have pre- 
ferred me to be emotional, romaatk, reckless as 
he was with the money I gave him for my home. I 
must do something soon. Have you any advke or 
suggestion?" 

"Yes." 

tc l want something real, not just vague advke to 
relax and let time take care of it. Don't say you 
sympathize with me and that it will all come out 
right in the end/' 

"Do you want your husband to come back?*' 

She waited before answering. He knew she was 
seeking to tell the truth. "Yes," she said. "But he 
never will." 

"Why do you want him?" 

"It is mostly hurt pride, I am a deserted wife. I 
am ashamed. I wasn't attractive enough to hold my 
husband. I want him to come back and be abased be- 
fore the people we know, to feel guilty about what 
he has done." 

"I have no toleration for that phrase about 'hold- 
ing' a husband or wife," Doctor Houston said. "It 
prostitutes marriage. It makes it a gamble in which 
you employ any trickery to keep the other person 
from winning your mate away from you. If the o&er 
woman's tricks are better than yours, she wins. Mar- 
riage is still a sacrament, and it is for better or worse, 
till death do you part. If your husband came back, 
could you forgive all this injury completely aad start 
at the beginning again to make a new life with him? 
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In other words, do you truly love your husband?" 

"No, not that way. I don't think I could forget 
what he has done. I suppose I stopped loving him 
warmly a long time ago. There I am guilty. Perhaps 
that is a part of my despair." 

"Yes, you have bei guilty. In any tragedy such 
as this the blame is not all on one side. You have 
probably been drawing away from him for a long 
time. Whenever you spoke of the home you loved so 
much you said 'my home* instead of our home. You 
despised him a little because he couldn't make a se- 
cure place for himself in the business world. You 
made him feel small, so he went to someone else for 
approval and affection. Granted he was weak, but 
you did not help him build up strength." 

"I can see that now, but it is too late. He will 
never come back. You are the first person to say I 
was to blame at all. Everyone else blames Jerry as 
an utter villain for using up my money, and then 
deserting me, leaving me with no home, no support." 

"That hasn't been good for you, has it? When we 
begin looking within, we discover not only the things 
that must be cast out, but other things as well, 
treasures God has placed in our keeping to use for 
Him. Have you taken this matter to the Father-God 
that Christ told us about?" 

"I've prayed in a way. But God has so many 
foolish, suffering children." 

"No, only one when you are talking with Him 
and He is answering you, Our little mind cannot 
take in the truth that the omnipresent God can be 
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with every one of His countless children, so Jesus 
Christ simplified it for us. He told us about the Holy 
Spirit present with each one of us, yet a part of God, 
able to be and do all things for us. Humanly speak- 
ing, it is your share of God, and this Spirit is coo- 
cerned with you. So remember you are not speaking 
to a distant, too-busy God, but to someone who is 
here who knows all about you and cares for you with 
a boundless love. 

"Let us now, you and I, speak to our Father-God. 
Tell Him all that is in your heart as simply as you 
would tell a wise and loving earthly parent sitting 
with you. Ask Him to help you cast out all that holds 
you in bondage. Tell Him you are waiting for di- 
rection from Him and once you receive it you are go- 
ing on to make a new and better life." 

They sat in silence for a few minutes. When Mrs. 
Holt raised her head, her eyes had a look of wonder. 

"Can this be true?" she said "I feel at peace. I 
am sure that I can forgive Jerry now; yes, and tbat 
woman who was once my friend. I am ready to go 
OQ; I feel sure the direction will come. Is that be- 
cause I am here with you, who are so sure about 
God? Will the old torments and doubts sweep orcr 
me when I wake tomorrow ?" 

"No. You have truly touched the Hand that will 
lead you. When you go away from here, you will not 
be alone. If you forget all else, remember that He is 
with you always, able and eager to do more than 
you can think or ask/' 

"I shall remember/' 
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Doctor Houston did not see Carrol Holt again 
for six months. But he did hear the dramatic story 
of her rescue by the divine hand. His friend Mrs. 
Thome came in to tell about it, as happy and excited 
as if some good thing had happened to her? 

"I know Mrs. Holt came here, Doctor Houston. 
Indeed I urged her to come, so I know you want to 
hear this. A man in the city, Mr. Pulokas, was 
brought to America from Greece in his childhood. 
He has well, briefly prospered in his business. But 
members of his family were still in Greece, and have 
gone through the horrors of invasion, persecution, 
and famine. Mr. Pulokas's brother and his wife were 
killed, leaving five children under twelve. Mr. 
Pulokas sent for the children, but there was a long 
delay until all arrangements could be made. 

"The children arrived in New York unexpectedly 
two weeks ago, and Mr. Pulokas had no one to take 
charge of them. Mrs. Holt heard of his dilemma 
quite by chance in overhearing a conversation. Yes, 
I know you will say it was not by chance. But she 
called him up and offered to take charge of those 
children. Mr. Pulokas found a house for her, I sup- 
pose one of the houses he owns, and she has moved 
in with the five children. 

"When I happened to meet her and heard this 
much of her story, she was in the city with the chil- 
dren, getting them fitted out with clothing. And, 
Doctor, she looked happy, yes, really happy. You 
could see the children adored her. The two smallest 
ones dung to her hands. They had just gat their 
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new outfits, and she was taking them to lunch. So 
I asked to go along, and we had the loveliest time to- 
gether. She told me all about it I am so happy for 
her." 

Doctor Houston was happy, too, and after fee 
warmhearted Mrs. Thome left, he sat thinking over 
the story. God does not move in the way we plan out 
for Him, he mused, but if we can trust, He moves 
in His own way, and that is always best. 

One afternoon in autumn Mrs. Holt came again. 

"I know you have heard what happened," she 
said. "Mrs. Thorne told me she would carry the mes- 
sage. I wanted to wait till I could have a complete 
story for you. Just this past week it's grown so big I 
can't wait any longer to share it with you, who first 
showed me where there was light on my dark path. 

"My friend Mr. Pulokas furnished an attractive 
home for the children and me. He is a fine person; 
you must know him. He wants the children to be 
brought up to be good Americans. He has set aside a 
trust fund for their care and education through col- 
lege. He is doing much to help in the care of the 
homeless people in the town where he was bom. 

"The children are adorable. They have been 
brought up by devout Christian parents, and some- 
times I think they haven't enough faults to be quite 
natural young Americans. The two elder ones are 
touched by tragedy. They saw and understood too 
much of the things that were happening about them. 
The younger ones remember that they were hungry 
and cold, but not much else. They learned enough 
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English through the summer so that I could put 
them in school this month, and all of them, even 
tiny Elena in the kindergarten, are happy and doing 
well. 

"Last week Aunt Deborah came for a Sunday 
visit with us, and before she left she offered me the 
old family home for us to live in. She thought the 
children would be happier in a suburb where they 
would have more room. The house, she said, was too 
large for her, now that she was quite alone. She was 
going to take an apartment, and she would be happy 
to think of me and the children in the old home. So 
here I had a twelve-room house, practically in the 
country, to bring up my family in. 

"But that isn't the end. Mr. Pulokas came a day 
later and asked me very hesitantly if it would be 
too much to ask me to take in three more home- 
less, orphaned children. So I now shall have eight 
children, and who knows how many more before we 
are done? 

"Doctor Houston, can you think what this means 
to me? When I came to you my heart was empty of 
hope and love and faith. Now it is filled to over- 
flowing. These children, left so utterly forlorn, are 
truly mine. I can love them and guide them. I know 
I am doing the thing God meant for me. I am bring- 
ing all I have learned through my happy life and 
my tragedy to help these children come into lovely 
and useful lives. 

"I am caring for God's little ones. I ask Him 
daily to guide me so that I may do it well." 
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THE MAN who sat beside Doctor Houston in 
the crowded train had glanced toward him 
several times. The Doctor, always acutely 
aware o the feelings of those near him, knew the 
man wanted to talk. He put down the book he had 
been reading, leaving it open at the chapter he had 
just begun: "Faith and Success/' 

"Do you mind if I talk to you?" asked the 
stranger. 

"Certainly not," said the Doctor, turning toward 
him. 

*Tm not one of those persons who just must talk 
to someone, indeed I'm rather reticent as a rule. IVe 
never before felt the urge to confide in a stranger 
I've met in a train. But ever since I saw that book 
you are reading, I've wanted to ask you a question. 
Then I looked at you, and you seemed like the per- 
son who might be able to answer my question. At 
least, it would do me good to try to talk it out and 
see where I stand, 

"I'm at a parting of the ways, I must make some 
kind of a decision, and live by it Please consider me 
impersonally just a human being who wants light 
on one of the great problems of this baffling ex- 
istence. Maybe you've seen die ligjht, and agaia may- 
be there is no light, and we all just go on stumbling 
until the final darkness doses down." 

"Give me your question," said the Doctor, "Of 
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course, I do not promise to answer it, but as you 
suggest, we can talk it over and out of our common 
experiences perhaps find an answer." 

The stranger introduced himself as Michael 
Anscot He looked down at the open book the Doctor 
held. 

"Faith and Success," he read. "The writer seems 
to think they belong together. Do you think success 
follows faith?" 

"That isn't a yes-or-no question. If I may define 
success, yes, and faith, I answer yes; I know by ex- 
perience and observation that success follows faith. 
But success means many different things, and so does 
faith. To the great sculptor, success means freeing 
the angel imprisoned in the block of marble before 
him. To many a man, success means accumulating 
more dollars than he can use. To an inventor, it 
means perfecting the intricate machine he has seen 
in his mind. To Jesus Christ, it means turning men 
to the true light Every one of these must have f aitih 
that the thing for which he strives exists and can be 
brought out into die visible world. Even the money- 
grubfcer, whom we might call the lowest type of 
seeker, must have faith that the money is to be had 
and that he has some power by which he can lay hold 
upon it" 

"I see what you mean. But what is the matter 
with me? Am I quite without any faith or lacking 
in ability? Let me tell you about my problem. 

"I was brought up in a religious hone. I've al- 
ways gone to church and believed in prayer. I've 
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lived a decent life, been honest and industrious, and 
kind to my family and neighbors. Searching my mind, 
I can find no black sins to cut me off from the grace 
of God. Yet I've prayed and prayed and prayed for 
years for certain things in my life, and nothing has 
happened. I'm near middle age now. I know that 
the things for which I have prayed will never come* 
What am I to think of faith and prayer? Indeed 
what am I to think of God if there is a God who 
cares about us atoms here OQ earth ?" 

"Wait a minute," said the Doctor. "I see we do 
not mean the same thing by the word faith. What 
does it mean to you ?" 

"Why, believing God will do what I ask Him 
to." 

"No, that is not what faith means to me. By 
your own definition you do not have faith as I un- 
derstand it" 

"I have really tried to pray in faith all tbese 
years." 

"But you just said that yoa know these things 
for which you pray never will come. What sort of 
faith is it that prays for a thing knowing it never 
will come?" 

Michael Anscot fumbled for a reply. "But bat 
I did believe at first." 

"Perhaps yours is short-term faith oot good for 
the long pull." Doctor Houston's eyes twinkled as be 
said the words. 

"Doctor, if I could just see some evidence that 
things were changing, then I could believe. But all 
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I can see is just the same old hopeless situation." 

"What you are asking for is human sight. You 
want to see the thing working. Faith is the opposite 
of sight It is sure of its answer before anything is 
in sight. You've read in your Bible that faith is the 
substance of things not seen but hoped for. That isn't 
just a lofty sentiment; it is the premise from which 
we work 

"You remind me of a story told by some of my 
friends who visited a famous shrine in Canada. A 
crippled man came to the shrine hobbling on 
crutches. He made his way to the altar rail and 
prayed fervently for healing. He cast the crutches 
aside, and fell flat on his face. As attendants picked 
him up and restored the cratches he said: 1 knew 
that would happen if I threw them away/ His faith 
was in the crutches that he could see and feel, not in 
the healing power of God. And when he cast his 
support aside, he fell." 

Aascot looked as if light were dawning. "Do 
you mean that's what I have been doing, putting my 
trust in the 'crutches' that are real to my senses and 
that I have no faith at all in God 7* 

**You are the only one who can answer that ques- 
tion, my friend. If you can pray in accord with God's 
will and then go into the world of Spirit and lay hold 
OQ what you prayed for, you have faith. Hie thing 
you pray for is still invisible, for it is Spirit, but 
faith brings it out into the visible world, clothing it 
with that divine substance which is a gift of God. 
When you pray for health, know that health is yours 
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and is coming into visibility. When you pray for 
guidance, for peace, for abundance, for a job, for 
wisdom, skill, courage, know that these things are 
yours. They are all in God's storehouse; you are a 
beloved child of God and share in all the good that 
He is and has. That kind of faith can never fail to 
bring success." 

"I've never had that kind of faith. I've been beg- 
ging God, hoping that I could persuade Him to 
grant me some special favor; but never really be- 
lieving He would. When I was a child, I read fairy 
tales, and I'd think maybe I'd find a fairy in the 
meadow, but I never believed I would. I've been like 
that with God. Now you are saying the gift is al- 
ready mine but I must have faith to see it and re- 
ceive it No, I haven't that kind of faith. I guess the 
matter is hopeless for me." 

"Oh, no! You can't really think that the Father, 
who is love, would leave any of His children groping 
hopelessly. The very fact that you have turned to- 
ward Him, however blindly, means that He is calling 
you, drawing you. He has provided a way for the 
least assured to take their first step. Peihaps you 
haven't enough faith to see the gift that is emerging, 
but in reaching out toward God you do show the 
presence of a small grain of faith. That will do to 
start with. You know what Jesus said about the grain 
of mustard-seed faith. WeU, start in 00 your fnota*- 
tain now. What will you do with that faift ID make 
it grow?" 

'Tray," he answered doubtfully. 
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"Yes; but that isn't enough. Do you play the 
piano?" 

"No, the violin." 

"Could you play the first time you took the violin 
in your hands? Of course not. But how does it hap- 
pen you can play now?" 

"I practiced." 

'That is what you must do with your faith. The 
small portion you have today seems not to work. But 
practice with what you have. It will grow. It will 
bring the success for which you have prayed so long." 

Anscot sat turning this over in his mind. Practic- 
ing with a small bit of faith and seeing it grow into 
great power and skill ! There was something he must 
do himself about bringing the blessings he longed 
for. These were new ideas. 

"May I go a little further in baring my difficulties 
&> you? I am on my way to an interview about a job 
lie sort of job I've always wanted. After what 
you've said, I'm ashamed to tell you, but all during 
this trip I've been saying, 'Of course, 111 not get it 
There will be someone better qualified than I. Some- 
one will have the influence I lack. I shall not make a 
good impression.' " 

Doctor Houston was smiling, "You certainly will 
not get it unless you dump overboard all those ideas 
before the interview. Man, straighten up that sagging 
mental backbone ! You would never stand or sit in 
a slouching physical position while you talked with 
your prospective employer, yet you are going with 
your mind and spirit sagging and ragged. You know 
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better. From now on you will be saying: 'If this is 
my job, of course 111 get it. I am fully qualified, and 
I'll keep improving. I make a good impression, be- 
cause I know my job and am eager to give it my best 
work/ Can you say that truly?" 

"Yes, I can. I'm going to. 

"Now the other half of my difficulty. I have a 
chronic ailment. It runs in my family. I've always 
expected to get it" he smiled briefly "and I have. 
If it gets worse, it will impair my efficiency. If I be- 
gin now to think I need not have it, I wonder how 
long it will take to repair the damage I've done by 
that faithless thinking." 

"You're coining along. You say, the damage you 
have done, instead of blaming it on family or a baldly 
run world or God. I can only answer with another 
scriptural phrase, 'According to your faith it shall 
be done unto you.' But whether the healing comes 
overnight or more slowly you will kaow that tibis 
mustard-seed faith is working and tinning things out 
in your life/* 

"You really believe I'll get over this? TTie doc- 
tors say it's unlikely. I must just learn to live wife 
it the best I can." 

"I know you can get well. Hie doctors* advice 
is good as far as it goes, but you must step out be- 
yond it." 

"It all sounds so real and reasonable -when I sit 
here and talk with you. But will it last when I get 
up against things? If only I could see you oftea, I 
think I could keep hold/' 
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''Now that is a thought you must get rid of, too, 
before we part. You do not need me nor any other 
human being. This word of liberty is not hidden. 
God did not conceal it somewhere so that it would 
take ages of searching to find it. The seers did not 
hide it in some cabalistic phrase. The Spirit of the 
living God is within you today, and the Word is 
with Him. Christ promised to abide with us even 
to the end of the world. He is here with us now, just 
as close as He was to those disciples in Judea two 
thousand years ago. He bade you ask your question. 
He gave me words to point out the way. You need 
no one else. This Presence gives you all that is con- 
tained in abundant life. God's treasure house is open 
to you. 

"But perhaps you are thinking, If God is here 
and the word of power is in my own heart, why 
hasn't it been working all these years that I have 
gone through frustration and confusion? Why was 
my life made ineffective fay failure and ill-health? 
Here is that old lesson which I think we all ought to 
repeat to ourselves every day. God is here, able, 
ready to give abundantly more than we can think or 
ask. But we have allowed a barrier to come between 
us. The Word within our heart will not move with 
power if it is cut off from 'the ever-flowing divine 
source of supply. The Word in the heart is inert un- 
less we keep it connected with God, and it is you 
who must remove whatever has broken the connec- 
tion. 

"In tiiis book which I have been reading the 



This Is Not Hidden 111 

author reminds us that few streams are stopped by 
great boulders or landslides, but many streams are 
dammed by the slow accumulation of silt. Few lives 
have the flow of divine power stopped by great sins. 
You haven't committed murder or robbed a bank. 
You haven't broken the commandments or the laws. 
You are a pretty good fellow. Then why is your 
supply from God shut off? Look again. This is one 
of the truly important matters of your life. Is that 
stream closed up by the silt of a hundred little errors, 
fear and doubt, petty unkindnesses and resentments, 
bad habits, greed, or laziness? Watch yourself for 
a day. You may see the bits of silt oaring in. Such 
tiny trifling things! Surely they couldn't stop a 
stream. But they do when they keep coming in hour 
by hour. 

"Resentment is a dangerous silt fesentmeai: of 
circumstances, persons, even of God. If you greatly 
dislike some person, exert yourself. Say resolutely, 
1 will find some good in that person/ Try it YouTI 
be surprised. Do that with respect to hated ciicom- 
stances too. In the bleakest circumstances yoo will 
find something for which you can give thanks. 10 
the most unlikely person you will find some hidden 
vein of gold. 

*Tve given you quite a sermoa, btii you asked for 
it. I'm getting off at the next stop. I want to know 
that you have laid hold on this ooe eternal troth and 
will never let it go: Christ is abiding. You will new 
be out of His sight and His love. The worf of power 
is already yours. It is in your own heart You kaaw 
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what you ought to do. You will go on with faith to 
success. 

"Here is my card. Write and tell me about the 
job." 

The letter did not come for several months, but 
Doctor Houston knew it would come: 

"The job is mine. If I had known what demands 
it would make upon me, I would have turned back 
that day, that is, I would have turned back if I had 
not met you and learned to take another look at 
that anemic faith of mine. Now when a new 
emergency comes up I have a quiet moment with 
the Presence we talked about Yes, I do know what 
to do. It's hard, but it is strengthening my mental and 
spiritual fiber. 

"I look back at that whining failure of past years 
with pity and even a little disgust. My chronic dis- 
ease? I never have time to think of it, so it must be 
taking itself out of my life. I am coming to see you 
sometime, not because I am down in the depths and 
need you to pull me out but just because I want to 
say my thanks to you in person. My friend, I am al- 
ways grateful to you, for now I know in whom I have 
trusted." 



The Old Law 

U ~Tp 'VB COME to get some good advice," said Bart 

I Evers smilingly. 

JL *Tm not sure I have any on tap today, 
but you and I know where we can get it," said Doc- 
tor Houston. Under Bart's light manner the Doctor 
sensed a tension that showed the man was really in 
need of a friendly hand. 

*Tm not good at this matter of unburdening my 
heart. I've always kept my troubles to myself aod 
solved my problems as best I could. But here is a 
mixed-up matter. Other people are affected If it 
were myself alone, I'd know what to do aod I'd 
do it," Bart declared. 

"We do indeed need wisdom when we have to 
make decisions affecting other people^" smiled fee 
Doctor. 

Bart went on. "I guess I'd better begin at the 
beginning. You remember that I bought the Gib- 
son lake property several years ago. It was a faun. 
The brother and sister who had inherited it dt 
they were too old for farming. They wanted to sell. 
They put a price per acre on it, and I bought it at 
their price. Now I have subdivided ft into lots for 
summer homes and have sold a good many of tbeooL 
I'm making a good profit, though none of tbe tots 
is priced above five hundred dollar John Haiaes 
came in with me on the deal oo a sort of infonaal 
agreement, putting up money when I needed it to 
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make improvements. When most of the lots are sold, 
he stands to make a good profit on his investment 

"Lots sold slowly through the winter. This 
spring I took on a new salesman. He's a smart 
young salesman, all right He applied for the job; 
I didn't go after him. In fact he promised that he'd 
turn in a certain number of sales each month, and 
he's gone over his number* 

"I'm not sure you know anything about my busi- 
ness methods. I'm not exactly a hustler, but I keep 
things going, and I want buyers to know that I stand 
behind every sale. There is never any intentional mis- 
representation. I try to have good properties, and I 
sell them at a fair price. But if ever a customer is 
dissatisfied, he can have his money back I want 
my business to conform to the highest standards. 

"My lake property is good. Some of the buyers 
are living out there now in trailers and tents while 
the weather is nice. A few have even begun to build 
cottages cmfonning to our restrictions, In a few 
years, it's going to be a fine suburb. In five years, 
the lots will surely double in value. I wouldn't have 
to argue about that; anyone can see it 

*Tve been feeling pretty good about everything, 
but I received a letter last week that makes it neces- 
sary for me to review the whole setup. The letter was 
from a man down in Somerset. My new salesman 
sold him two lots. He told the customer that the 
lots were increasing in value rapidly, and that he 
could sell almost any time and make a profit of sev- 
eral faumLred dollars. 
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"The buyer and his wife are over seventy. They'll 
never move up to the lake. They took the purchase 
money from the small reserve they had placed in 
the bank for unexpected expenses. Now a need has 
arisen, and they want their money. They want to sell, 
but though they have written to the salesman, they 
have had no reply from him. 

"When I received their letter, I began to look 
into the sales my new salesman had made. He has 
been visiting the small towns in a thirty-mile radius 
and getting his sales there. I talked to him about it 
Some of the people knew the lake property and knew 
that the lots were worth the price, but most of them 
had not seen the property. 

"I reminded the salesman that one o my instruc- 
tions had been that people were to be brought to see 
a lot before they bought it He said he would have 
brought them if they had asked to see it, but if they 
wanted to buy sight unseen, what was the difference? 
He merely smiled at the protest of the Somerset peo- 
ple. I was troubled to see that he didn't care. 

"Now here is my problem. I'm making a good 
deal of money. The people are getting good rotoe* 
In a way, I'm pledge! to sell off these lots without 
too much delay. I told Haines I would, aad hell 
want his money bade after a while. If I had only my - 
self to consider, I'd give my yomig salesman ooticc 
immediately. Am I justified in doing that? 

'Then there is another thing to coosider. I wet& 
down to Somerset and gave bad: the mooey those 
two people had paid under the psoraise of a <jokk 
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profit. But how many more people have bought be- 
cause of misrepresentation ? If I felt obliged to make 
fifty or a hundred refunds, the business would not 
stand it, and my friend Haines as well as I would 
have to take a loss. You see, I've spent a good deal 
on improvements, I felt justified when the sales were 
coming in. If they stop and if I make refunds, 111 be 
ooifae rocks. 

tf Now what would you do, fire the salesman or 
just warn him about sharp practices? I've an idea he 
wouldn't pay much attention to a warning." 

"Let us take it to the only one who can give 
sound advice in a matter like this," said Doctor 
Houston. 

Everyone who knew Doctor Houston knew 
that he tried to give counsel in any matter on the 
"what-would-Jesus Christ-do" principle. Bart was a 
churchgoing man, but he lookal embarrassed at this 
matter-of-fact suggestion that they seek God's ad- 
vke. People did not pray right in the middle of a 
business discussion or did they? His mind was so 
confused from grappling with this question that he 
did not do much praying, though he bowed his head 
when the Doctor did. 

In a few minutes, the Doctor was sitting back 
in his chair, the same good neighbor Bart had known, 
with a twinkle of humor in his eyes. 

"Do you really think God said anything to you?" 
Bart asked. 

"Yes, I believe He did. Did He say anything to, 
you?" 
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"No." 

"Well, maybe the line wasn't open/' 

Battling with his astonishing new thoughts, Bart 
exclaimed: "That's just it! I began bj thinking 
people did not pray in the middle of a business talk- 
Then I wondered if it might be better if they did, 
So you see my mind was filled up with that, and I 
didn't pray." 

"You prayed when you came here wanting to 
talk this over and to do the right thing, and I think 
God spoke to you." 

"You do? You mean He wanted me to try you 
mean when I was thinking it over, that was like 
praying?" 

"Certainly. What do you think about it? God is 
our Father, and if we realize that we are His sons 
we associate with Him as we did with our fathers 
when we were children at home. If all we had eret 
said to our fathers was 'Father, give me', we would 
have been pretty poor sticks as sons. No, we talked 
to our fathers about our good times and bad times. 
We went on camping trips with them. We shared in 
the work around home and in the fun. And sooae- 
times, I hope, we kept still and listened to what Fa- 
ther had to say. Now when we seek after good, no 
matter how hazy and distant it appears to be, we are 
in the presence of God, our Father. Of course we 
are in His presence when we do tbe wrong tiling too> 
but we have put up a screen so that we do not realize 
that. 

"When we do realize that God is dwdliag wftb 
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us and we with Him all that we think and say and 
do becomes communion with Him. This is prayer. 
All of the saints have known it, and they have told 
us over and over again that prayer is communion 
with God. So, Bart, you are probably a much more 
prayerful man than you have thought Most of us 
are; our life could not go on if that connection with 
God were broken. 

"Now what have you thought of as a way out 
of this difficulty?" 

"I suppose I ought to fire Mr. S and hope 

for the best Maybe" he grinned "God will send 
me a new salesman with a sense of responsibility 
and also the ability to get sales." 

"He will when you need one. But firing S , I 

think, should be the last resort after everything else 
has failed. What do you think of this idea: Call 

S in for a heart-to-heart talk. Tell him firmly, 

emi sternly, what the principles of your organiza- 
tion are. Tell him every prospective purchaser must 
see the property before he puts any money down. 
Tell him that there must be no promise given that 
cannot be fulfilled to the letter. Also inform him 
that if any refund is to be made to one of his cus- 
tomers he must give up his oommission for the sale. 

"I suspect this young man has been brought up 
ia the school of sharp business, where the motto is 
'Get the sale honestly if you can, but get the sale/ He 
may not have met a businessman like you who 
doesn't want a sale unless it is 'honest/ It may be 
unthinkable to him that a man would turn down a 
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sure profit for a principle. We have a Christian re- 
sponsibility to these young people whom our social 
and business system has started out wrong. Do you 
think you just ought to push him out, saying he's no 
good, or should you try to show him that there are 
other standards in business?*' 

"You put it all up to me," said Bart slowly. 
"You ask me what I think ought to be done. You 
don't make any decisions for me. Sometimes it's 
easier if someone says, 'Do this; do that/ I can see 
why you put it up to me; IVe got to go on living 
with my decisions after J make them. You've told 
me where to go to get the only help that will really 
avail. 

''Of course, you are right. And now you are sug- 
gesting that I befriend my young salesman, wbo I 
feel has injured me. You want me to consider 
whether I haven't a responsibility toward him, I 
don't think I have, but I'm not sure. IVe got to thiok 
it over. I suspect you're suggesting that I ought to 
like him. Well, I don V 

He rose to go but turned back to say: 'You're 
not much of a counselor, are you, Houston? But you 
sure send a man out thinking about things. Well, FH 
play fair; I'll do some tall thinking. Later oo, Til 
cone back and tell yo*i how things came out" 

It was two mooths before Bart came bade. Hie 
Doctor's searching look showed him that Bait's 
tension was gone. Someway be had made a dedskxi 
that had brought him peace. 
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"I don't know whether you're sitting there feel- 
ing like the cat that swallowed the canary/' said 
Bart with a disarming grin, "but you seem to know 

your what shall we call it? psychology. S is 

still working for me. He's not making as many sales 
as he did at first, but he's doing well and his sales 
are coming up every month. 

"I want to tell you about the interview I had 
with him. I took a very positive stand. I said that 
there were to be no sales until people had seen the 
property; that there were to be no promises beyond 
what were in the printed contract; that all his cus- 
tomers who had not seen the property were to be 
taken to see it as soon as possible. He lost his temper 
as soon as I laid down the law. Being a star salesman, 
he had never had anyone talk turkey to hi before, I 
suppose. 

"He quit on die spot I told him that was all right 
with me. That surprised him too; he knew he was 
making more sales than any of our other men, and 
I guess he expected to be begged to stay. He cooled 
off a bit. He said he could not work for anyone who 
made a lot of little rules that had no effect except 
to slow up business. He sat still, so I went on talking. 
I explained how our business had always been run. 
We kept promises; and we didn't have a lot of dis- 
satisfied customers talking us down in the communi- 
ties where we did business. I told him about the let- 
ter from Somerset and that I'd gone down there and 
paid them back their money in full. 

" 'You mean you gave it all back to them?' he 
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asked, as if he could not believe his own ears. 

" 'Yes/ I told him, 'and I gave them some sound 
advice besides. I told them not to trust the ae*t 
promise of quick profits, for the profits from sound 
business were often slow/ 

" 1 like working for you/ he said, 'but I can 
get another selling job easy/ 

" 'Yes, I know of an opening/ I told him, "The 
Cameron Company is looking for a good man/ 

"He said, *I guess I won't take another job in this 
city. I'll go to some other town.' 

"That gave me my opening. I said, 'Isn't that 
what you've been doing ever since you went to work, 

S ? You put your splendid business gifts to 

work in one town until your reputation for unre- 
liability catches up with you. Then you toss aside all 
the complications and your responsibility and go to 
a new town. My inquiries when you came to us 
showed me that you had worked in four towns m 
the two years before you came here. You may ran 
out of towns after a while, or the people in your new 
place may hear about you. Doesn't it seem to you 
it would be a good thing to build up in ooe town 
a reputation for square dealing so that you will haw 
friends there? It would pay off if you should waot 
to make a change or start a business of your own.' 

"You see, I used your method of putting it up to 
him and waiting for htm to make the decision. I 
didn't say anything about praying, bat I'd done cay 
own praying beforehand. 

"He had quieted down by this time, and what do 
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you think? I'd started in by hoping he would resign 
<piick and get out. Now here I was hoping he would 
stay. This is where I thought you might say, 1 told 
you so!' 

"We talked it over for a while longer. I found 
out he had a girl in town that he liked pretty well, 
and I guessed he was hoping to get married. That 
worked for me; it gave him a reason for wanting 
to stay in our city. We went over various business 
angles, sure-fire ways to sell without making big 
promises, and so on. I've done enough selling my- 
self so that I could give even that smart young fel- 
low some pointers. In the end I said: 'Don't try to 
decide now. Think it over a few days, and when you 
make up your mind, come and tell me/ 

"He's still here, slowed up a bit, but I feel he's 
building something solid, and he'll come back after 
a while. When he went back to the small towns and 
began taking all his former customers to see the 
property, he made quite a hit. He's been getting more 
sales f rom those places. 

"Houston, I've been a so-called Christian all my 
life. I've always said I believe that God rules our 
life, but I never took Him into partnership before. 
I have now. We have worked together ever since I 

realized that God cares for young S , too, and 

that I have a responsibility to him also. Now the 
partnership is working out in other ways. The whole 
business is in harmony and prospering. I suppose that 
always happens if you can wholeheartedly take God's 
way." 
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Doctor Houston spoke quietly. "People are al- 
ways looking upon that as a new discovery. 
the earliest society had an inkling of the troth. 

way does lead to prosperity both in the Spirit aed in 
the affairs o our temporal world. Solomon 
about it and wrote many proverbs to remind us: 
" The integrity of the upright shall guide . . . 

The righteous is delivered out of trouble/ 
" 'When a man's ways please Jehovah, 

He maketh even his enemies to be at peace 

him/ 

The prophets knew it Malachi heard God's voice 
saying: Trove me now herewith, saith Jehovah of 
hosts, if I will not open you the windows of heaven, 
and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not be 
room enough to receive /// 

"The ancient law still holds good, and you are 
rediscovering it." 
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iiTT DON'T know just why I have come to you," 

I said Margot Winrow- 
JL "Curiosity perhaps," said Doctor Houston. 

"Partly that. I haven't the remotest idea that you 
can suggest anything to help. I have always wanted 
to see what 'do-gooders' would say to such as me, 
and when I came here I meant to sneer at the pat, 
conventional formula you might offer. I'm still 
curious, but you do not seem like the kind of person 
I thought you would be. I'm sure I shall not feel 
like sneering, but I'm also sure you can't help me." 

"No," said Doctor Houston, "I can't, but God is 
here, and He can." 

She looked at him with startled eyes. She had had 
a conventional bringing-up in church and Sunday 
school, but she had never before heard anyone 
speak thus of God. 

Doctor Houston knew the outlines of her tragic 
story. Six months before, her parents had been killed 
in an automobile accident. Her only brother had 
given his life in the war in Europe. The man to 
whom she was betrothed disappeared in action in the 
Pacific, and after the end of the war those who 
loved him had been informed that he had died in 
prison. These seemed more than enough shadows 
cast over one young life. They had transformed 
Margot from an eager, happy girl into this hushed 
and tragic-looking woman who sat in the study. 

124 
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"Now, have you anything to say to me ?" she asked 
at length. "Do not talk to me of a God who is our 
Father, who loves us, who answers our prayers. 
That just isn't true. Love could not do such things 
as have been done to me. Fathers do not beat their 
children down into the dust and leave them there. 
God, a creator of the universe yes; but He cares 
no more about us swarming earth mites than we 
care about the midges that swarm about our beads 
when we walk by the lake. 

"I don't know why I haven't just stepped out 
of this hideous muddle we call Life. I guess the 
strain of Scottish ancestry in me makes me too tough 
to give up, but not tough enough to win out There 
is no winning out over this, just a grim and utterly 
useless endurance. That is what is bitterest. I am 
quite useless. I used to have some noble, eren if 
nebulous, thoughts of being of scene use ia tibe 
world. I could laugh now to think of those childish 
yearnings/' 

Doctor Houston could see that she wanted to 
talk, indeed needed to. Before today, she had opened 
her heart to no one. If she could pour out some of the 
pent-up bitterness, perhaps then she would listen. 
When her rapid, angry words ceased, be spoke 
slowly and calmly: 

"Before we talk I ask you to look at death with 
Christian reasonableness. You are taking the pagan 
view that death is cruel, Hack finality. Jesus Christ's 
resurrection is the central poiat of human hisiofy. 
Is the story of the resurrectioo'tnie? The 
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faith has always proclaimed it as true, and we be- 
lieve it has been proved beyond doubt Jesus Christ 
either rose or He did not. If He did not, then all the 
preaching is vain, as Paul saw so clearly, and our 
faith is vain, and we are of all men most miserable 
because we have believed and staked our life on a 
lie/' 

Margot Winrow said half hesitantly, "I believe 
10 continuing life, but not in the heaven they told me 
about in my childhood/' 

"Good! We have something to begin with. You 
will recall that when Jesus Christ came from the 
tomb, He remembered and loved as He had loved 
while in the flesh. He certainly remembered and 
loved His nearest and dearest of earth, and His first 
concern was for them. The message that the angel 
at the tomb gave the women was 'Go, tell his dis- 
ciples and Peter/ Why was Peter alone named? Be- 
cause he had denied his Lord and was now suffering 
in despair. He must be comforted; he must be made 
to know that Jie was forgiven. 

"What is the message to us of the story of the 
Resurrection? To me it is that death opens the door 
into new life, with the handicaps removed, with 
boundless opportunities ahead, such as we cannot 
even imagine; but it does not mean we are separated 
fimt those we love. There is no severing of the ties 
of love. Neither now nor hereafter do we draw a 
black curtain that we call death and try to forget 
those who have gone. 

"Do not think I am talking from theory, I know. 
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Many of those to whom my heart is united have gone 
before me. I long for the sound of a voice, the touch 
of a hand, but despite my loneliness I can rejoke that 
they are going on in their development They are not 
lost to me. 

"Neither have you lost your loved ones, nor they 
you, so we can go on to consider your life. It must 
not be barren. Since you are here, you still have 
something to do. I cannot tell you what it is, but you 
can find out. You will probably have to plaa a new 
life altogether different from the old erne. Knowing 
that your life must be filled with work, you can be- 
gin to look for the open door of opportunity. You 
will come out of this despair when you have found 
your work." 

He seemed to be making no impression. The gki 
looked completely apathetic. "I don't need to work," 
she said. "I have more than enough to supply all the 
needs I shall ever have." 

"So much the better," said the Doctor. "Hieo 
you have something to share. But do not get a wrong 
notion about not having to work. You do have work 
to do. No one born on this earth is excused f Jtxn 
working. Can't you think of anything that you might 
be doing?" 

"No," she said coldly, without any thought at 
all. "Can you?" 

"Yes, I can fhink of a dozen things. IJky tbe 
Master, when I lift up my eyes, I see the fields witte 
for the harvest aod the reapers too few. But you 
should not J-Hink of a dosen jobs ooly one. I can 
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suggest a sort of stopgap job for you, where you can 
carry on while you are thinking it over and getting 
your bearings. 

"I have just come from the hospital I was talk- 
ing to a young girl who is going to be discharged in 
two days and who has no place to go. I mean literally 
no place to go. She is a newcomer in the city. She 
has no family, and she has no money to travel a 
thousand miles to her home town, where old family 
friends might take her in. She cannot go back to 
her job yet, for she can hardly stand on her feet. 
Since you have a home, and 'more than enough/ 
you could take her in for a month or until she is able 
to work. This is not a solitary problem. In obeying 
our Lord's injuction T was sick, and ye visited me' 
I have seen more than one person who literally had 
no place to go when he left the hospital. He was 
healed of his sickness and could not keep the hos- 
pital space someone else needed. But he might be 
unable to walk without tottering, and he needed des- 
perately a place to rest for a few days until he was 
able to go back to work. 

"Now, will you entertain the divine Guest for 
a time? Perhaps while this girl is with you, you may 
see the real Guest and ask Him what He wants you 
to do/' 

There was silence for a minute. Then Margot 
said: "Yes, I'll go to the hospital and make the ar- 
rangements when I leave here. Til be good to her, 
but I'm afraid I haven't the kind of eyes that sees 
the Guest you speak of." 
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"God forgive me," said Doctor Houston to him- 
self. "Where is my faith! I thought she would say 
no." 

Margot jotted down the name and arose to go. 

''Will you let me come back and tell you about 
this?" she said. 

"I shall be expecting you." 

Doctor Houston heard through other sources that 
the sick girl had been given a home and every care 
until she was strong and eager to go bade to her 
job. But he heard no more. After three months had 
gone by, he thought regretfully that he had not found 
quite the right "prescription." But he still hoped 
Margot would come to see him again. With another 
chance they might still be able fco wade oat some- 
thing. 

Then just after dinner ooe day she came. When 
he looked at her, he knew that she was no longer 
apathetic. She smiled and spoke easily and naturally, 

"It's no use saying weVe been having pleasant 
weather or anything equally impersonal. You want 
to know whe&er your plan worked. la ooe wocd, 
yes. I know now that we sink lower and lower in 
misery when we thmk only of oursehres and the ter- 
rible things that have happened to us. As sooo as we 
put out a hand to help lift some other person with 
his load we begin to rise. This i$SQ*t a vesy good 
figure, bit it tells the truth: the more we take upon 
our shoulders and lift the more we rise. I doo't 
mean the pain from my losses is gooe, I shall 
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forget those I love or cease longing for them. But 
it's not the same kind of pain. I'm not sorry at all 
for them any more since I know that they are in 
God's loving hands. I feel that the Father still guides 
and directs them just as He is guiding me." 

Doctor Houston was deeply moved. "My dear 
child," he said, "now you do indeed know, and 
you've found the one comfort in grief." 

She went OQ: "Now 111 tell you the story. I 
brought Lessie Carr home with me from the hospital 
and kept her a month. She was completely well after 
the operation, the doctor told me, but she was so 
sunk in anxiety that I think she was sicker than when 
they brought her to the hospital. I just told her she 
was to stay with me until she was quite well. She was 
up the next day, and the second day she came down- 
stairs and asked what she could do to help. She really 
wanted to help, so I gave her a small job, telling her 
that she must not work more than half an hour the 
first day. You should have seen the plan working 
out In a week she did not look like the same girl, 
and I saw how pretty and sweet she was. Now she's 
back at work, and at better wages than when she left 

"And, Doctor Houston, I want you to know that 
while I did not believe the things you told me that 
day, I did begin to realize that I must give Lessie 
something more than shelter for her body. She 
needed another kind of shelter and security too. We 
talked over her affairs. I wasn't very competent, but 
somehow I kept remembering things you had said. 
You had advised me to find out what Jesus Christ 
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said about things, so I got out my Bible and read the 
Gospels again with attention. I wouldn't have be- 
lieved it beforehand, but what I read did something 
tome. 

"Lessie got quite well and was eager to go bode 
to work. Then I went back to the hospital to see if 
there was anyone else in such need as heis. 

'There was a young mother to be dismissed in a 
few days. She had a home to go to, but she had two 
small children. Her husband and the neighbors had 
been trying to care for them. I asked her to come to 
my home for a rest But she insisted she couldn't 
leave the children any longer. You know what 
chance she would have had of getting well if she bad 
gone home and taken over the care of two small 
children and the housekeeping. I told her sbe could 
bring the children with her. Fortunately the secood 
cousin who runs my housekeeping affairs is food 
of children, so I had no problem ttee. Also I ought 
to tell you that my cousin is deeply interested in oar 
bit of work. Without her co-operatioa I could not 
have had such good results. Also, now fiat I know 
my cousin, I realize how fortunate I am in having 
such a person in my home. Before this, we were 
strangers, making only polite remarks to each other; 
now we speak the same language. 

"Mrs. Olney and her two IMe boys were oar aeri 
guests. Again the invalid became a helper in a few 
days, and the boys had the time of their lircs. Tbeie's 
a brook at the encj of my garden wtaete tibey could 
wade, and a bit of woodland at ooe side. They stayed 
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three weeks and then went home, all of them well, 
rosy, and full of life. 

"My next guest was a young GI who had come 
back to find the pattern of his life all awry. He had 
had a bad time in the Pacific, and he just didn't seem 
to have the strength to cope with life again, so he 
tried the way out by suicide. He inflicted a bad wound 
and needed weeks of hospital care. When I went to 
the hospital to see about my next guest the doctor 
told me about him. He said, 'And now he needs a 
friend/ I was very much touched to think that he 
considered me that friend. The boy stayed with us 
a month, and he went out restored in health in body 
and soul. He has his courage back. He can take it 
now. We shall go on being friends, and he's com- 
ing for Sunday afternoon talks. 

"You see, I feel happy about all three of my 
guests. Perhaps my quiet home put them in touch 
with the thing they needed." 

Doctor Houston was thinking: "It put them in 
touch with the person they needed, the connecting 
link between them and the Father of all the prodi- 
gals and the sick. God bless you, Margot!" 

She went on with her story. "On Monday I 
brought home a boy of thirteen. He has no home. 
He lives with an aunt and made who consider chil- 
dren a burden to be borne with resignation. I rather 
think the lad may be a genius. Now I know I am 
talking like a fond mother, but in these few days he 
iias shown such remarkable traits. I'll not bore you 
recounting his cleverness." 
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Doctor Houston looked anything but bored His 
eyes were twinkling. He would find out more about 
that boy. 

She went on with her story, and she did tell one 
incident that put the boy before Doctor Houston as 
a sensitive and gifted child, also as a kind child, 
which the Doctor considered even more important 

"I'll have to find a home for him," she concluded, 
"where there will be sympathy and understanding, 
where hell have a chance to develop any gifts be 
may have. He's getting weU fast In a few weeks 
he'll be leaving our guest room, and I shall lock for 
the next guest 

"Now, Doctor, I'm cjuite aware that we have 
been very fortunate in our guests, and I know that 
sometimes we shall have those who will not make 
adjustments for health of body and soul. I doo't 
know just what I shall do about them; I f m not a 
very wise or experienced person. But pe&aps I shall 
be given wisdom for the day when the need comes.** 

"You mean to go on with this work?" 

"Oh, yes. Have you any more useful thing to 
suggest?" 

"I certainly have not I'll confess I suggested your 
taking in that first homeless girl as a sort of stopgap 
job until we found out what you cook! do." 

ff lt seems to have developed into a full-sized job 
now. I don't quite see how I can stop. The hospital 
is beginning to depend upon me to tafce tibe home- 
less ones in until they get strong. You should bear 
how Doctor WIngate rates it He says if s a necessary 
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part of the restoration to health. He considers our 
home an important annex to the hospital. He thinks 
there ought to be more homes willing to take in 
these guests for a time. 

"Then besides being necessary it's so interesting. 
It opens avenues in all directions where perhaps one 
can be of use to someone who needs a friendly hand. 
I had a friendly hand in my time of deep need. I 
came to thank you from the depths of my heart. I was 
nearly over the edge of the pit of despair that day 
when I came to you. In spite of my ungracious be- 
havior, you reached out and pulled me back, in- 
sisted on pulling me back, though I'd rather have 
given up/* 

"Dear child, it is I who need to give thanks," 
said Doctor Houston. 

And she understood what he meant. 



The Door Closes^and Opens 

HE VISITOR began as if eager to get an emfaai- 
rassing matter over with qukkly: "An ac- 
JL quaintance told me a strange thing yesterday. 
He said he had been in deep trouble he did not say 
what kind of trouble and he had a talk with you, 
and you showed him the one way out If I uader- 
stood him aright he learned that cue can dose the 
door on the past, shut it out completely, and go OQ as 
if it had not been. Do you believe that? Is it tme? 
How is it to be done ?" 

"No," said Doctor Houston. "You did not fully 
understand your friend, or perhaps be did not go into 
enough detail." 

The man looked stricken, "He said something 
about forgiveness for the past, complete fbigm 



that wiped out the old wrong as if it had not been 
and let you go CHI free." 

"Oh, yes, there is forgiveness, complete forgive- 
ness that sets you free. Jesus Christ taught tbtt 
plainly. I did not originate that and I do aot originate 
any other theory of life. I simply remind people of 
what Jesus taught with authority. There is forgive- 
ness, but conditions must be fulfilled. la the LodTs 
Prayer, Jesus bade us ask forgiveness k tibe simplest 
manner 'Forgive us our debts' without any batt- 
ing of the breast or oying oat 'misen&le smjcr/ 
without even a please. But He named ooe of tiie con- 
ditions, and the other is implied in tbe wy asking. 
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Before forgiveness, there must be repentance. 

"Repentance doesn't mean just being sorry you 
did such a f oolish thing, a thing that had so many 
disagreeable consequences that you had not fore- 
seen. That is remorse, a quite human reaction. Re- 
pecttaace is a different thing. It means coming to 
the point where we turn completely from this sin, 
where it becomes so foreign to us that we can never 
do such a thing again. It means turning about and 
going in the other direction. 

"The truly repentant man is in a very real sense 
a new creature. His standard of values has changed. 
He sees the old evil for what it is: a shadow darken- 
ing his own and other lives. You agree with Jesus 
Christ that you must turn to the Father of life and 
ask for forgiveness and for the wiping out of the sin 
so that what was scarlet becomes as white as snow. 
But there is more to it than that. 

<r We cannot ask God to forgive unless we have 
done all we can do to set the matter right We can- 
not turn our back on the wreckage we may have 
caused and say, 'Now, God, let's just forget it and 
start from here/ If a man has stolen, he must return 
what he stole. 

"I think perhaps Zacchaeus had the right idea 
when he told Jesus that if he had taken anything 
unjustly, he would restore it fourfold. If a man has 
sown discord, he must try to restore peace. If he has 
slandered another, he must do all he can to neutralize 
his malkious speech. If he has lied, he must go bade 
aad tell the truth. If he has shirked responsibility, 
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he must lift more than his rightful share of the load. 
You see what I mean. The old evil must be set right 
as far as our powers allow. Then and only tibea may 
we ask with confidence for the forgiveness that is a 
complete wiping out of the evil aad its effects/* 

Henry Cramer said in a low voice, ''But suppose 
someone has died " 

"You can pass on what you owe him to sooafr- 
one else who needs your help. There's always a way 
to set right the old wrong, as most of us haw 
proved/' 

"I'm not a religious man. I *htn!r I am only 
frightened when you speak of asking God for com- 
plete forgiveness. I don't know God. I've never done 
anything for Him. How can I expect Him to di- 
rect me, help me, forgive me?" 

"You may not know God, but you need Hica, 
and you are seeking Him. Why else did you come 
to a stranger, asking a question that was so difficult 
for you? You are unhappy. The peace of year life 
is gone because of something in the past that hamate 
you. You have tried every human cute. None of 
them worked. So even though yoo say you do not 
know Him, you are seeking your Father-Goi He 
is always seeking you, reaching out for you, calling 
you through the voices arouad you: you have only to 
turn to Him in trust." 

"You make it sound so simple. It isn't simple 
for me. I'm sunk in a bog. It looked like a fine place 
to go when I started. Now I do not know whether 
I can ever get out May I tdl you mf stay?" 
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Doctor Houston smiled, and Cramer went on. 

"Jim and I were together in the first World War. 
We came home together and made plans for going 
into business together. We bought a little repair 
shop in Jim's town. We were both handy with tools 
and liked the work Then Jim thought up a little 
kitchen gadget, and we made a few of them. 

"Jim was the inventor of the company, and I 
was the business contact. I couldn't interest any of 
the big stores in our gadget though the women in 
town that used it said it worked fine. Then Jim's 
wife took a boxful of them to the nearest city, got 
permission to demonstrate them in one of the big 
department stores, sold all she had, and got a good 
order from the store. That was the beginning of pros- 
perity for our firm. 

"As I said, Jim had married; I had not. I suppose 
we grew apart a little, for Jim's first interest was in 
his lovely wife and his children. I grew impatient 
at our slow though steady progress. I told Jim I 
thought we ought to move our shop to the city, get 
larger quarters, more workers, reach out for new 
business. Jim agreed to the larger quarters, and more 
business, but he didn't want to move. He and his 
wife liked the small town. 

'Then Evelyn, Jim's wife, was hurt in an acci- 
dent, and was slow getting well. The doctor said 
she ought to be in a warm climate. I offered to buy 
out Jim's share of the business for cash. He took the 
money, for it was enough for Him to take his wife 
and die children to Arizona for a year. 
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sounds all straight and aboveboard so far, 
doesn't it? I paid him a just sum for the business as 
it stood. But here is something I've never told anyooe 
else. Before I made Jim that offer I was on the tiack 
of a big market that would more than double our 
sales and income. I didn't tell Jim about **mt pros- 
pect. I justified myself, saying nothing was settled 
yet; but I knew I was going to get that new business. 
I did, and the business kept on growing. But I owe 
Jim half of all I've made in the years since I left our 
little town. 

"I excused myself and got away with it for a 
good many years. I said I had made him a good offer 
considering the state of the business, and he bad 
been glad to accept the offer. I hadn't cheated hp 
He never even thought I had cheated him. Bat I 
know I did. Lately I talked with a friead from tibe 
old town. Jim isn't doing so welL The wotiod tfaat 
he got in the Argonne is troubling him agaio- Tbe 
surgeon had to take a piece of bone out of his leg, 
and he's walking with a crutch. His oldest boy was 
in the service. He's back now and wants to go too col- 
lege, but he feels he ought to help with tibe family 
finances. The younger children should be getting ao 
education, and Jim won't be earning anytfaictg for 
a while. I can't go and say, 'Jim, let me help you cot' 
He wouldn't accept it He's a self-respecting siast 
Anyway, I'd be a hypocrite to do that, pretending I 
was a bighearted friend wanting to help him, when 
all die time I owe him so much- 

"Do you see any way to straighten this 
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"I see but one way, and you see it too. You do 
not need anyone to tell you/' 

"It seems to me I just can't go to him and tell 
him I've been a fraud and a cheat all these years. 
I've made a place for myself. I have the respect of 
my fellows. How can I crawl in the dust? I can see 
why some men choose suicide. It would be easier for 
some of us to die than to try to undo some of the 
things we've done in our life." 

"Listen, my friend. It's not going to be as hard 
as that You're not going to tell him you're a cheat. 
You're not. If you were, you would go on your way 
with never a thought of this. Why are you unhappy? 
Because you are essentially an honest man, a kind one. 
When you go to Jim, those are the qualities you are 
showing him. There's no crawling in the dust You 
will be lifted to a higher level than you have ever 
known before. 

"It's time you learned to value yourself. You 
are a child of God. You cannot live in the shadow of 
evil. Now take a straight look at this situation, and 
remember that you do not go on your hard errand 
alone. This presence of love within you which led 
you to talk this over today will go with you when 
you talk with your friend. There will be three at 
that meeting. Go in confidence; and when your way 
is dear again, do not forget who went with you 
through the hard places. Do not ever lose touch with 
that guiding wisdom." 

'"What you tell me of the Presence within me 
seems strange to me. Yet would you believe it, it al- 
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ready seems real! I do feel sonethiag. I dajcc not 
call it what you have called it; I'd call it sr? better 
self/' 

"Yes, I can believe it Just do not shut the cfaoc, 

and it will stay." 



Several months later Henry Cramer rarrre again. 

"It took me some time and quite a struggle to do 
the thing that I knew all aloog must be done. Some- 
times I would think I could feel the Presence you 
talked about, and then I would fed all alooe and 
have to fight the old battle over again, 

"One day I went back to the old town and visited 
Jim. He was just back from the hospital, but he was 
the same cheerful, forward-looking Jim I'd known 
before. You'll not believe how easy it all was. I 
didn't even have to bring up the matter. 

"Jim said he had a new idea for a jgadget If be 
had a little money to try it out - 

"Then he looked at me and laughed, and said, 
'Here I am hinting to a rich friend that I need a 
little money to try out a venture, but you know I 
wouldn't say a word if it didn't seem a quite soie 
thing to me.' Then I said, *You don't aeed ix> h*et 
for money, Jim. I would gladly venture it on any- 
thing you thought was good. But you don't need mj 
money. I owe you a good deal on the old aoooaat 
You can use your own mooey/ 

"Then I told him the truth of the old teansactioc, 
how I'd been sure of increased business at tbe tiae I 
bought Htm out, how it was his little mreatioft that 
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was at the foundation of all I'd built up. When I 
was all done with my confession he said: 'You 
didn't cheat me, Henry. You paid me what I asked. 
Maybe I used bad judgment in not staying with you. 
I never felt you tried to push me out, but it's like you 
now to come back when I'm having rough going and 
offer me a share in the old account/ 

"Doctor Houston, there were three at that meet- 
ing all right For the next thing Jim told me was 
that he and Evelyn had been praying for God to show 
them the way to meet their needs, especially for the 
children who should be getting an education. "We'd 
rt>mk of some ways/ he said, 'and then we'd say, 
"We'll leave it in God's hands. He'll show us the 
way, and then we shall know just what to do/' But 
I never thought of anything as good as this, that our 
old friend would take an interest in another venture 
of mine/ I didn't know that Jim was that dose to 
God. It made me feel like reaching out my hand to 
touch His hand dose beside me. 

''Well, all of Jims children are back in school. 
Jim and Evelyn have moved to a krger house, whidi 
they needed, and Jim is bade in business with me. 
He's got a little shop bade there where he can work 
out his ideas, and then the practical things will be 
brought up to our factory here. Jim may have some 
physical disabilities, but there's nothing wrong with 
his head. And here's another astonishing thing. He 
expects just by praying to get well of the trouble 
that old wound caused! Do you believe in faith 
healing, Doctor Houston?" 
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"That can't be answered by yes or na We should 
have to define 'faith healing 7 first But I do beliere 
Jim will get well by praying for his healing. I've 
known many people to get well that way." 

"That's another new thought to me. I should like 
to come sometime and talk about it, but not today. 
I've come for another purpose. Jim and I want to do 
something for the young fellows that wodc for us. 
We've drawn up a sort of plan. We'd like you to 
look it over and make any suggestioos you can. We'd 
like to retain you as an adviser, and maybe you'd 
visit our setup now and then, and you'd be ooe of 
our contacts with the Presence. 

"You see, both Jim and I want to keep three in 
that partnership." 



. The Verdict Pronounced 

MBS, ANSON hurried to overtake Doctor 
Houston outside the church door. 
"Doctor Houston," she said, "would 
you go to see a stranger ?" 

"Certainly/' said the Doctor, "if the stranger 
wishes to see me/' 

"Well," hesitated Mrs. Anson, "this woman 
would like to see you, though she hasn't sent any 
message through me, I heard her say some weeks ago 
that she wished she knew you well enough to come 
and have a talk with you. That was when she was 
still well enough to go out Now she is so sick she 
might not even remember saying that. But I thought 

that you might at least give her some comfort 

You see, she's not going to get well We're all 

so sorry There are three small children 

People have been praying for her It hasn't done 

any good. She just gets weaker each day." 

Mrs. Anson was stumbling over her explanations. 
Something was wrong, though she didn't know what; 
for Doctor Houston's amiable features were as close 
to a frown as they ever came. 

"Who says that prayers do not do any good, and 
that she is not going to get well?" he asked. 

"Why, the doctors they told her husband there 
was almost no hope. Her sister told me, and several 
other friends of the family mentioQed it. They all 
seem to know it, and when I last visited her she was 
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greatly depressed. She said, I've tried so loog, and 
it doesn't seem to do any good. And yet I cannot give 

up. If I do ' And then she stopped, but I knew 

what she meant" 

Doctor Houston did indeed look disapproving. 
He said sternly: 

"Here is a woman very side, needing all the sup- 
port that her friends can give by their thoughts and 
prayers, and they turn from her, and grimly pco- 
nounce sentence of death upon her. You say her 
family and all her friends say the case is hopeless. 
Suppose she were rising from her bed after an injoiy 
and beginning to try to take steps again; but her 
family stood around her saying, 'You can't do it, 
there's no use trying/ And they refused to offer a 
supporting hand, but when she wavered they let her 
fall to the floor and receive mote injuries what 
would you think of them ?" 

"Oh, Doctor," protested Mrs. Ansoo. 

"Yes, that is what everyone is doing who saps 
'Hopeless!* in the face of Jesus Christ's 'Whatso- 
ever 1 / Don't we ever read Jesus Christ's promises be- 
fore we visit the sick? Do we thmfe they haw worn 
out and become useless with time? Do we tfaiak His 
Truth was for that little handful of people m andedl 
Palestine only? What faithless envoys of His we 
are!" 

She stood speechless. Doctor Hottsfcoa had not 
meant his words to repioach her, only to make hear 
tfimlr^ and he said, witb a smile, "Yes, 1 wfll 
your friend if you are sme sbe wodki lite fe> see i 
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"I will go In this afternoon and tell her you will 
come. She is hardly able to talk, but she will not need 
to say anything for me to know how she feels about 
it You see, we've been friends for many years. She 
was my first playmate, my dearest friend in school. 
We gave each other our confidences when we fell in 
love. We were married the same year, and now our 
children are playmates. I care a great deal about 
Marion." 

"I see that you do. I'll wait for your message 
this afternoon. In the meantime, help her by your 
faith." 

"Oh, I want to! I begin to see what you mean." 

When Doctor Houston was ushered into the 
room that afternoon the woman on the bed looked 
almost as if she might already have said farewell to 
earthly scenes. She lifted heavy eyelids to look at him 
when the nurse said, "Here is Doctor Houston." But 
she dosed her eyes again and did not try to speak. 

After the silence had settled about them, Doctor 
Houston said in an ordinary conversational tone, "I 
bring you good news." 

The woman's eyelids quivered, and she spoke 
in a dead voice. 

"You mean you will pray for my healing? It 
won't do any good. It's too late. I'm so far down the 
valley that I cannot climb back. And I do not care." 

"Though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art 
with me,* " quoted the Doctor. There was no tone 
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of solemnity in his voice. He spoke of the working 
truth of life as quietly as if he were saying it was a 
fine day. 

Her eyes opened fully. She looked at him as if 
she knew for die first time that he was there. 

"Do you mean you think you can heal me?" 

"No, I would not make such a rash claim. But I 
know who can heal you." 

'Tve prayed and prayed. I only get weaker each 
day. I tell you it doesn't help." 

"Have you stopped with praying?" 

"Why! What else is there to do? I've had doc- 
tors, the best doctors. They say there is nothing more 
they can do. What can I do after that?" 

"You might accept the gift you have asked God 
for." 

"Accept! Do you tfiinV I don't want to get well? 
Do you think I choose to lie here wasting away when 
my husband and children need me?" 

Her voke was certainly stronger. She no longer 
looked drowsy. Her eyes were fixed upoo him, m 
them many unanswered questions. There was ootib- 
ing wrong with her mind. She would understand nowr 
what he was saying. 

"Let us go into this question a bit Again I say 
I am bringing you no word of my 0wa Jxit I do bring 
a word of sure authority. 

"If you were told that Jesus Christ, in the bodf 
He had when He lived in ancient Palestine, ww 
passing your house today, would you Insist on get- 
ting up and going to the door? Yon surety would. 
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for you know that if you called upon Him you would 
receive healing, no matter how serious your illness. 
Why would you be so sure? Because you know He 
never turned anyone away who called upon Him. 
Some of the people who appealed to Him were 
probably no better than they should be, but He 
healed them all. The record tells us of no person 
being sent away still bearing his burden of sickness 
and pain, Jesus knew that their sins could be for- 
given and their diseases healed. He never asked 
whether they were doing as they should, or whether 
they had committed grievous sins in the past/' 

"That has been my trouble," she said. "I wonder 
if this illness has come upon me because of my sins 
of the past especially one wrong I did knowing 
full well it was wrong at the time. If I am being 
punished for that, there is nothing I can do about it." 

Doctor Houston smiled understandingly. "Very 
likely you are being punished for sins of your past," 
he said cheerfully, "but not by an angry or vindictive 
God. There isn't an angry God. God is a Father ask- 
ing His erring, suffering children to come home to 
the healing of His love. Your punishment, if you 
insist on calling it that, comes from the unchanging 
divine laws laid down not for our harm but for our 
good. It is when we break them that we get hurt. But 
you need not worry about that Do you ever say the 
Lord's Prayer?" 

"Yes, every day." 

'Tilt do you believe it? Do you say 'Forgive us 
our debts oc sios}, as we also have forgiven our 
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debtors [or those who sinned against us}'? Hare 
you forgiven your sinning brother completely, and 
do you believe that the Father has forgiven you as 
completely? Then you have no sins to worry about 
You stand a cleansed child before the Father, You 
are in accord with Him. You can ask what you will 
and receive fully. 

"When you've asked for the 'things' from His 
hand, as He said we might, then ask Him also fe 
wisdom so that you will not repeat the errors (sins) 
of body and mind that made you ilL When you re- 
ceive your health again, hold it as a sacred gift, never 
to be abused or neglected, but to be used for tbe 
bringing of the kingdom of God into visible realilj 
in the world about you." 

"You mean you think I can be healed, that 1 can 
call upon God, and He will answer me in spifceof aajr 
sins?" 

"Maybe because of them," said Doctor Hoostoo 
whimsically. "I think we are taught fchat He is es- 
pecially pleased when the sinful children turn about 
and come home- There is the stray of the Prodigal 
Son, you know/' 

"What a wonderful man you are if you cm caU 
down God's healing upon people who aecd ifc,** 

"Wait!" said the Doctor cpkkly. "Let me &dj 
you to keep one point dear. Yes, I admit that I am * 
wonderful person, but no more wooderfol ifasa yo, 
or any of our neighbors. We are al! chikLrea of tibe 
Father, who is Cseafcoc, Sosfefcbea* and Baler of f&t 
universe, Hat saafaes us att mporftet people; 
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debtors {or those who sinned against us]*? Hare 
you forgiven your sinning brother completely, aad 
do you believe that the Father has forgiven you as 
completely? Then you have no sins to worry about 
You stand a cleansed child before tfae Father. You 
are in accord with Him. You can ask what you will 
and receive fully. 

"When you've asked for the 'things' from His 
hand, as He said we might, then ask Him also for 
wisdom so that you will not repeat tfae errors (sins) 
of body and mind that made you ill. When you re- 
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bringing of the kingdom of God into visible realijr 
in the world about you." 

"You mean you think I can be healed, that I can 
call upon God, and He will answer me in spite of y 
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whimsically. "I think we are taugbt that He & es- 
pecially pleased when the sinful children turn aboot 
and come home. There is the story of tfae Pfodigal 
Son, you kix>w." 

"What a wonderful man you are if jou can csdl 
down God's healing upoo. people who need jfc, 1 * 

"Wait!" said the Doctor quickly. "Let me l*lf> 
you to keep one point dear. Yes, I adost thai I asa n 
wonderful person, but no mare wonderful than pee, 
or any of our neighbors. We axe all dakifea of die 
Father, who is Qealsar, Sostaioer, aod Ruicr of ifae 
universe, fbafc mafaes us all icgpoffaat poofte, 
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bers of the royal household, princes of the blood as it 
were. Some of us have wandered away from home, 
and on our part have tried to cut all connection with 
our Father and His family. But as soon as we turn 
our face toward home we may shed our sins and 
limitations, and the penalties note this well! the 
penalties, and again claim our share in the royal 
heritage. 

"What is our heritage? It is power, the right to 
use the power of our Father. God is omnipotent, 
and through Him we have power to shape our lives 
triumphantly, no matter what hindrances rise in the 
way. We are forbidden ever to surrender to evil, or 
to accept less than the best. We are expected to stand 
up before God and our fellows as representatives of 
tie Highest We should be ashamed to appear in the 
royal court, dragging in weakness, and whining 
about pains and sickness. 

"Remember what Jesus Christ said to us about 
this: we are not to hide our light under a bushel, but 
to set it up where it will shine, and may be seen by 
all who look upon us. How slow we are to realise 
this truth! When we ooce lay hold upon it, we shall 
see the kingdom of heaven becoming manifest here 
and now. 

"You spoke of calling down God's healing, as 
if it were something stored in a distant inaccessible 
place. We do not need to look afar off for it It is 
here* Did not Jesus Christ say He was not going 
away even tibough earthboand eyes no longer beheld 
him? The Christ is here now, just outside the door 



The Verdict Pronounced 1,51 

of our consciousness, waiting patiently until we will 
let Him in. We spoke o healing, of health as the 
natural, expected state of man. Why should we re- 
gard it as something difficult, perhaps impossible, to 
attain? Let us think of, speak of, and live in health 
no matter how we may feel at the moment And then 
let us use that health to accomplish things tihat are 
in accord with the divine will." 

He was no longer speaking to a defeated, re- 
signed person. She was wide awake, listening with 
absorbed attention. 

"Then there is nothing really the matter? I don't 
need any help to get well ?" 

"You certainly do need help for the body and 
mind," said the Doctor vigorously. "When a persoa 
lets go and slips down into a low place, he some- 
times needs help to get out God sends His help 
through human prayers and deeds. His divide heal- 
ing works through human hands and minds, those 
of the one who prays for healing, and those c 
others who pray with him. 

"God has many hands of healing. We try to put 
human limitations around God when we sefase tD 
see this. When you have a thorn m your finger, you 
take it out to ease the pain. You do aot sit 3am 
and say, 'God will take care of it/ although in the 
final sense that is just what does happea: God tafccs 
care of it But He made you and garc you intelli- 
gence to remove the thorn. Sometimes we need help 
to remove the thorns that are hurting our health. We 
know there are many doctors mw who fueely ac- 



152 Doctor Houston Speaking 

knowledge God, the Healer. They say, 'I help to 
put things in order; it is God who does the healing/ " 

Her next question was an unexpected one: "How 
long will it taker 

"I do not know how long it will take. That de- 
pends upon you. You have to remove the barriers 
that now stand in the way, and begin to live accord- 
ing to the laws of health. They are working, and 
they do not fail. You can begin now. 

"Let we warn you of a common danger: do 
not allow yourself to experience a setback because 
of what others think or say. Your friends and family 
have thought of you as very sick for some time. They 
may think, and some unwise ones may actually say, 
'She is having a brief spell of feeling better, but it 
will pass in a few days/ That is not true. You know 
you are better. You have received the very highest 
assurance of that Hold onto the truth no matter 
what others say or think. Be steadfast. Let nothing 
turn you aside. Grow a little better every day if that 
is the way you are able to lay hold upon your healing. 
And do not forget to note every smallest improve- 
ment and give thanks for it. 

"Let us speak to God now, and give thanks 
that you are healed and that you are ready to lay 
bold on that great gift" 

There was silence in the room as the two prayed. 
It was Spirit-charged silence. For both were trying 
to come into the very will of God, asking that they 
experience a fuller realisation of all that He had 
promised. 
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I had a friendly hand in my time of deep need. I 
came to thank you from the depths of my heart. I was 
nearly over the edge of the pit of despair that day 
when I came to you. In spite of my ungracious be- 
havior, you reached out and pulled me back, in- 
sisted on pulling me back, though I'd rather have 
given up/' 

she said. "I tbjnlr I will walk over to the chair by 
the window. You see, I am going to get well. I've 
stayed in bed long enough. Now I must be OQ my 

way/' 

Her healing, thus begun, progressed steadily no- 
til at length she was able to rejoice in complete 
wholeness of mind and body. Doctor Houston liad 
indeed brought "good news." 
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